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| To his much honoured and 
' _ moſt Worthy friend 'M* Fohn 
Ethredze , Bachclour of Di- 


vinity, and Vicar of 
Halſted in Eſſex. 


Reverend Sir, 


Am bold to preſent to your 
& favourable acceptance and 
friendly ponomnge this wor- 
thy tranſlation of Owvids Fe- 
ſtivals. I will beg no pardon for my 
preſumption herein, for that were to 
traduce a friendly office,and to queſtion 
the candour of your ingenuous diſpoſt- 
tion, To you I commit this orphane 
Muſe, which cannot die with the de- 
ccaſed Parent, but under your grave 
proteRion will grow up and flouriſh 
and wreſtle with eternity, To my 
knowledge, the Authour of this Tran- 
flation in the ſincerity of his beſt affe- 
q 3 on 


The Epiſtle Deaicatory. 


Qioh 5lwayes honoured you, 20d. rn 


cotifidetit thifir out of the inSa$efhehrs 


of thoſe reſpe&s he bare you, hat] fledi» 


cated this his enſains work unto you, 
had' Fate I&nt him 10tiver life, "6 a 
ledge and teſtimony of- Nis atdiflem- 
led love: To you therefbvre, moſt 
worthy S*, I nd this his I2arned Poſt- 
hume, which humbly imploreth your 
ſmile upon it and care over jt, and that 
you would lovitgly take it intothie be- 
ſorire of yout courtthte and thexeiche. 
riſh it. Tn ſo doing youſhall engage the 
devoted gratitude of thoſe Friends it 
hath, ahd fatisfic theearneft requeſt of 


Your toft refptRive frietd 
Edward Alkſtos. | 
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O04 Ovids Feſtivalls trmms- 
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S the wit.bred Gentlerian, whom Natures hand 
Att given a taſt of (Omeabibg more then land, 
Now travelling to ſtadfrandIrarn France, 


+ Becomes their habits well, their mood and dance, 
' And, though tranſlated hence from native place, 

| Reteins his vertue [til] with forrein grace, 

; And (peaks the language irvſequaint a 

; That he beth Engliſh&octh and Frenchamaze : 


So here the Poet which is Sulme 's fame 


| Keeps up in a ſtrange diate&his-hame; 


— — 


Cloth'd in the Britainigatb and modeſt faſhion 
Looſeth no vertue ofthe /Larine nation, | 


; Bur Azechuſa-like, his pureſt ſtrein 


Preſerves, thoughipafimg throagh rhe Engliſh vein. 
Soxheict bad'his own words been, if worle meant, 
The Sirens firſt hadi{uffered:baniflimeanr. 


; Well 'mongſtthe memmorables this'ſhall be 


amy - 


= S 


Involy'd in future ages regiſter 

And give a note uncothis year : Who vr 
Saw ſuch good umbers in a'Calendar? 

So ſweetly ranne thole:mitkie ftreams of old, 


| When firſt thenewborn world di ſhine with gold. 


_ 


2 000 IO. wr An 


+ Buy ſtrip their Authoutsz-2diekgoriate. 


Such was the fabtile r\read Minerva ſpun * 
When ſhe the garland !from Arachne won. 

So in 'the/rai twiſted colours ſhine, 
Whoſe neat tranſition whoran define? 

Live then, -our Engliſh Ovid; terehy fame 
Mingle with Naſo's, ardbecome the fame. 
Challengerhy dace-: -Ovhers donover wſlate, 


C, M, 
qT 4 


Upon the ingenious trans- | 
lation of Ovids Faits, inti- 
euled, T he Romane 


Caleudar. 


OS this book, Reader, lay thy hand and ſwear, $ 
Ovid himſelf is Metamorphos'd here. 
Was his old Romane gown thread-bare and old, 
Whom thou haſt rob'd in cloth of Engliſh gold? 
*T were infidelitie to think (I trow) 
His Mule with golden feet a begging g0- 
Yet I admire at this unwonted ftore: 
Poet had ne'r two ſuits at.once F | 
Who views theſe wel-form'd lines with judgement, ſhall | 
Think *t not tranſlated but Originall : 
*'T is, known what bloud by theſe moſt ative ſtrains 
The Muſe of Qvid carri'd in her veins. | 
Compare them both and you ſhall find it true, 
The gold 's the ſame, but the impreſſion 's new, 
The noble heat of thy inſpired brain 
Tri'd, found it pure, and minted it again. 
"Tis ſo true done, it ſeems in every line 
Thy ſoul was in his breaſt, or his in thine. 
He 's metemplychos'd, and theſe yerſes fame 
Speak but old Ovid in a newer name. 
had my thoughts bur ſeen the ſenſe , when thine 


 Unti'd the knots of everie golden line, 


I might have learn'd to make a verſe by thee, 
In viewing Wit in its Anatomie, 

Thy modeſt Muſe doth not know how to rote 
Like a Xantippe or an Oyſter whore, © 


. 
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Thy 


{ 


| Thy breath is ſhort but ſweet : It ſhews thy Ryle 
' Runnes like ſmooth Helicon;not.troubled Nile : 
| Not like bold ignorance, whoſe thundring words 
Strike the ſenſe dead, whoſe ſawcie yein affords 
Nothing but wind and ſtorm, at length to haye 
| Their wit o'rwhelmed in the troubled wave. 
| Now Ovid hath his wiſh, that he may be 
| In Engliſhread upon a Ladies knee, 
| The Romane Czfſars plac'd their names upon 
Thegladded brow of everie crowned moon; 5 
And to preſerve their Saintsdeceaſed 
Into their Calendar enrolF'd their names. - 
Thy name outfaceth all their glorjes; here- © ” 
It falls a Calendar and'crowns a Year. 
*T is thou alone doſt not ſubſcribe to Fate: - 
Thy Calcidar ſhall ne'r be out of Date. 
37 
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On the tranſlation of Ovid; 
Feftroalls. 


MI awake ! or do mine eyes put an... \ 
A Some dreams ick apparition ? | 
My fanſie 's much perplcy'c uy whe'r this | 
Be 0vid,or his Metamarpboſes. | 
Juſt ſorhe learned Remo us'd totalle, | 
With the ſame voice, with the ſame ſteps to walk. 
Juſt ſo his Mule did flowyjut in ſuch Raje , 
Did fing, when be Roxas Feafis.did exlebraye, |. 
T here 's not an, accent fram the Lacine fell, . 
But here in Engluh *t is expreſs/d as well,” 
And I dare hardly call this z txanflatiang; - 
But the ſame Latine in the Engliſh faſhicn ; 
Deck'd in ſuch neat attire, ſo rich, and dear 
That Julia could not chooſe but love him here : 
And angry Ceſ@ necds muſt be content 
His exil'd Muſe to call from baniſhment. 
Divine T ranſlatour ! tell me; Didi thou call 
For Ovids ghoſt, that he might tell thee all 
His well-ſpun lines could mean ? or haſt thou got 
His very ſoul into thy breſt ? why not ? 
"The wiſe Pythagoras held it might be; 
And it is manifeſt in Sands and thee : | 
Whoſe quickning Muſe and moſt miraculous pen 
Have made deceaſed Ovid live agen. 
Shine then three glerious ſtarres with equall rayes ; | 
And who have the ſame ſoul, wear the ſame bayes. | 


Villiers Harrington, Aul.Clar, 


Upon 
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ns ii ideal heling Nav 

Cin th' eiribleme of ari ne ack 
Was the ancient Myftick ery by; 

Heavy ns — —— Fetcnfn: 

This was4h&reverend vis 2 7 

Dame YVeſig w» her nell's 4 matg.””" FS Vs 

For fea? time's harmony 4 pauſe ſhould fail, 


| Upon A Gowers 


the fx books 
Ovid's TE 


retation « 


The yearly ſnake in 's teeth doth bite his tail. 


This was that ſnake which Naſo's Muſe did ſtrive 
t1gmunbirerd refive 


By her 


Event o'recame her wiſh; Her ring complete 


She deck'd with native 


Curs'd be that 1bjs, whoſe devouring maw 


Half of this ſnake in 
Great Ceſars face: 
That half this ri 


'd, Cre that it ſaw 
ice cutſed be that wight 
ing dens! in baſe deſpite. 
Perhaps this choler's raſh : the Glutton Time 


Himſelf perhaps did a& this curſed crime ; 
"The cormorant forgot (*t is like) what meat 


Was in his jaws, and ſo himſelf did eat. 

Hows'ere it was, this lofſe (w' are ſure) will be 
Caule of great grief to all poſteritie, 
ſay that ſnakes divided live: O then 
'T weregood if that ſome Eg pen 


.T 


Would c this hal-fainting Serpen 


This living part might for the - Now one 
This Gower bark done: by whoſe meſt 
This ſnake hath tript his Romane $kin 3 w equi 


TA 


pearls of rich conceir, 


:(o 
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ide with Englith 
EDS _ __ 


To feel this ferpen 
Ne'r ſhrike, but wear * as ſome rare am 
Give me a ſecond _—_ who thus can -_ 
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| The Life, VVorks, and Ap- 
_ proodfof Oven, 


 Gatheredout of his own works and the re- 
lations of divers faithfull Authours. 


APP UB. Ovid,lurnamed Naſo(as is common- 

ly ſuppoſed, from N aſus a Noſe; becauſe 

7 his noſe did ſomewhat exceed the ordina- 

FUs ry Romane dimenfions. Others ſay that 
Reg his tamily were called Naſones, from 
whom he took that ſurname : Which may very well be 
trueand yet no = contradiction; for doubrlefle Na- 

ſus is the Etymologie of Naſones : ſo that ſome of his 

predeceſlours, or himſelf, or peradventure both his pro- 

genitours and himſelf, had that extraordinary gift of a 

prodigall Noſe. He) was born in Sw{mo a town in Pe- 

ligni . fourteenth of the Cal. of April, the ſecond day Marci 
of the great © vinquatrian feaſts ; that yeare wherein '** 

| the Conſuls Hzrcizs and Parnſa periſhed in the Mutinen- 

| fian warre, His birth was a his father being in 

the order of Knighthood 3 and fo afterwards was him- 

ſelf, Come to years of diſcretion, he with his elder bro- 

"ther employed his ſtudies under the moſt famons 
Grammarians and Rhetoricians in Rome: bur ſpecially 
himſelf was inſtruted by Plotius Grippo 3 and aftcr- 
wards became ir favour with HM, YVarro and Corn: Gal- 
lus. He bent his ſtudies to the Law 3 yet more to pleaſe 

his father then his own fanfic : where he defended cti» 

minall cauſes 3 and gave ſentence among the Centum- 

| A VIrt« 


Ovids fe. 


wiri. His oratory was exquiſite and excellent:and theres, 
fore not without good canſc Seneca ranketh him among. 
thebct Oratours. At Iengrh, his father dying, he re- 
turned to hjs affeted Muſes, and became entirely. ac-. 
quainted with the; Poets:of thoſe times, Micer Verohen- 
ſis, who writ of Hetbs, Birds, and Serpents 3 Ponticus, 
who penned Thebars Pop un the Elegiack, Battys the 
Tambick, arfd Horace the Lyrick Poet. At Jaſt he fol- 
lowed the warres.under M. Yarro, and with him travel- 
led mto Aſa; and before his return to Rojze he had got 
no ſmall acquaintance with the Greeh tongue. He mar- 
ried three wives ; but enjoyed not the two firſt yery 
long : The laſt lived with tym n— and conſtantly; 
to whom he 'expreſſeth much true affetion in his Triz |; 
fmm and De Ponto, with many praiſes of lier for hex { 
love, conſtancie, &c. By her he had one daughter named 
Perilla. | | 
Atlength, in the fiftiech. yeare of his age, he was ba- 
niſhed by Aeguſtzs into Tomos among the-barbarons na» 
tions of Scythia : Where, as ſome affirm, he continued 
till the ninth yeare,and then dicd: But his own writings * 
make mention but of the ſeventh yeare : of whichywith-  y 
in the firſt three years he wrote his Triſtiuns, in the reſt h 
his De Ponto. For Trift. lib. 3. Eleg.12. thus he ſayeth, 
Frigora jam Zephyri nunuunt,annoq; peratto 
Tait” antiquis viſa recedit byems. 
Mild Zephyr breaks the cold,a yeare is run, 3, 
And winter flowlier then it wont is gone, LA 
By which words he ſheweth that he had now lived a ti 
 yeare in Pontus, and that that winter was much longer | n 
- then the former which he ſpent in Rome. Afterward, (th, o 


4+ Eleg.6, Sce alſo Eleg.7. ; E 
'Utpatrid careo,bis Farkas area tritaeſt, | 
 Diffluit nudo preſſa bis uva pede. h 


Since I my Countrey loſt the floor hath gain'd | fe 
'1 wocrops, & twice have grapes the wineprefſe Rain'd. | ſp 


Hence, | 


Ovids life. 
Hence, lib. 5, Eleg. 11, ME OT ey 
| Dt ſino in Ponto, ter ſrigore conſtitut Tſter, 
ata eſt Euxini dura ter unda mari. 
Thrice pb the Euxine Sea and Ifer been 
CoMgra) to ice fince Pontius firlt was ſeen. 
By thele may we colle& that three years palled e're he © 
ended his Triftizm. ln his books intituled De Poxto 
theſe following are to be read : {;b.1. Eleg.1. 
Ftc me pugnanterh cum ſrigore ciimgz ſagittis 
Ciumqz meo ſato quartafatigat byems. 
ere this fourth winter me doth ſtruggling hold 
ith ny curſt fate, with rattling arms,and cold. 


And in this yeare was the triumph of Tiberius upon the 


_ + 6h. LAG _ _- - 
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a 
'T 
b, 

| 
d.| 
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Da{matians and Illyrians, which he mentioneth in the 
firſt and ſecond-Elegies of the ſecond Book, After thisg 
Bok 4. Eleg 6. he goeth on, 
Tx Scythia nobus quinquennis Olympias afia * 
Fam tempus luſtrum tranſit in alterius. 
Now have F paſa in Scythza this fifth yeare 3 
And time begins another luſtre here. 
This yeare Auguftus diced, and Fabius Maxim allo ; 
whom he celebrateth among his ſpeciall friends, which 
he mentioneth in the ſame Elegie. After this; Eleg.10. 
Hec mibi in Euxino bs tertia dacittey «(tas 
Littore, pellitos inter agenda Getas. 
Among the skin-clad Gets in Euxinebay 
' Aclengththe ſixth yeare I have worn away, 
The like Eleg. 13. of theſame book. Nor doth he men- 
tion any longer time, except it be thus: In the begin- 
ning of the ſeyenth yeare of his exile, in a congratulati- 
oh of * Grecinus bis Conſulſhip, he mentioneth alſo the Li5-4- 


| Confſulſhip of Pompeius Flaccns brother to Grecinus, ©*%* 9: 


which was to enſue the next yeare after 3 to which time 
he ſeemeth to propheſie that he ſhould not live, Where- 
fore this being the laſt yeate which he counteth and 
ſpeaketh of, it is clear that he lived in| Potys bot fix 
Az yeares 


Lib.2, 
Eleg. Is 


The 


his ba- 
- niſhment 


Ovids life. 


yeare,though ſeven in relegation : For the firſt yeare he | 


ſpent in his voyage. Beſide,(ceing that there is no men- 
tion made by him of the a&ts of Germanicus performed 
in theſe his laſt years againſt the Catti and Cheruſci, 


(which he would never haye omitted had life allowed. | 


hitm the fame of them , eſpecially becauſe he had pro- 
tically forementioned his Triumph yet future, and 
romiſed the celebration of it in a poeme if life gave 
cave, and moreover had dedicated to him his books in- 
tituled Faſtorum in his exile) we may conclude he de- 


—__ life within the ſeventh yeare, or at moſt in the | 
c 


ginning of his eighth, which the teſtimony of Zuſthi- 
5 further confirmeth. 


For the cauſe of his baniſhment there may be many 
cauſe of opinions. Some from the authority of Sidonizs affirm 
that he had amorous dealings with Livia or Julia, | 
daughter to Augufius, whom he masketh under the 


name of (orinna; and for this cauſe was puniſhed. But 


if we well ponder the words of Sidonirs concerning 0- | 


wid, we ſhall find it othawvile ; 
*'* Et tecarmina per libidinoſa 
Notum, Naſo, Tom6ſq; miſſum, 
© yondam Czlarex nimis puelle 
Falſo nomine ſubditum Corinne, 
And thee too, wanton Nafo, ſorenown'd 
For amorous verſes, and to Tomos bound, 
Too much in love with that Ceſarean Maid 
With whom in falſe Corinna's name thou plaid. 
Upon theſe laſt words, Ceſaree puelle, they build their 


argument, opinionating that it was Ceſars daughter, ' 
But it is well kr.own that Puella doth not ſo well figni- | 


fie Filia, a Daughter, or Neptys a Niece, as «Ancilla a 


Maid : as Pwer is uſed both by Poets and Oratours as © 


well for a Servant as for a. Sonne, or Young man ; yea, 
rather more frequently : Which alſo Paulus Furiſcon- 


ſ#ltus ſheweth in his De Verborum ſegnificatione. And 


there- 
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Ovids fe, 


+ therefore Irather conclude that he loved ſome (as T 
|  *may lo give the term) Lady of Honour in Ceſars Court 3 
and her he calleth Corizna. Beſides, in his books Amo- 
rum, of which Corinna is the chief ſubje&, there is no 


£ paſſage mentioned ſuitable to a Princeſſe. They go to 


the ſame a__ 2 Ttis not likely that he ſhould go with 
the Princefle. He wiſheth many imprecations upon her 
husband : How ſhould he dare to do it to Ceſar | She 
cometh to him : This a Princeſſe would have been a-. 


' | ſhamedtohavedonez and many more of the like na- 
' | tbre,which'plainly prove it could not be the Princefle. 


Moreover, in all his writings, either in his Triſtium or 
| DePonto, he maketh no complaint of Love, but of his 

Ars Amandi, nor uttereth any thing againſt his Love : 
; and that which was the cauſe of his puniſhment he cal- 


| Ithan errour onely 3; no crime or diſhoneſty : as if he 


would haye (aid, that by an errour he happened to diſ= 
cdyer anothers crime : Which, as ſome ſay, was his ſee- 


: ' ing Julia in her nakedneſſe z or rather he took Augu- 


(tus in the very a of ſome ignoblecrime : And this we 
colle& from that place, Tri, 1b. 2. 
Cur aliquid vid; ? cur noxia lumina feci ? 
Cur imprudenti cognita culpa mihi 2 
' Inſcins Aﬀtzon vidit ſene veſte Dianam 3 
Preda furs canibus non mins ille fuit, 
Why did I ſtain mine eyes ? why did I ſee ? 
Alas, that e&'r the crime was known to me / 
Thus poore Atteon unawares once fpy'd 
'', Diananaked; yet a prey he dy'd. 
Here he ſhewerh Ton his errour was the ſpying of ſome 


',} ſecretcrime committed by another : and thereupon he 


adjoyneth the example of Aeon and Diana ; Thatas 


' | Afﬀeonunawares ſpy'd that which was not fit for him 


to ſee, and ſo incurred Diana's diſpleaſure and his own 
deſtru&ion 3 ſo he happened upon ſome diſaſtrous fight, 
thereby incurring his Princes anger and his own —_ 


Ovids be. 


And this is conGraped by that verſe, Tridh 6:34 Sy. 
Inſcia quod crimen, viderknt lunnna, pear ; 
Peccatigng; cules ef ihe Weds: 
I am congdemn'd becauſe I chang d to ſpy 
| A ſecret at : my.crime-was but my eye. 


Nor was this diſcovery.of any meaner perſon then ej- 


ther of Auguſtus, himalclf or ſome, one nearly allied: to 
him : At which the Emperour incenſed, baniſhed him, | 
and, to cloke his own ſhame, for. the pretended, crime of 
his wanton verſes De Arte Amandi. And this was the 
reaſon that Evid never dar'd ta reveal the other true 
cauſe of his baniſhment, being (very likely) adjux'd to 
ſecrecy by the Emperour : Lib. 2, | 

Perdiderink cum me duo crimma, Carmeny& Exror ; 

Alterins fats culpa filenda nubj. 
Nam tanti,non ſum, renoven ut. tua vilnera, Cxſar, 
Yuen nimio plus eft indoluiſſe ſemel. 
| Two crimes, my Errourzand my Muſe,did troy me; 

But one muſt never be revealed; by me: 

For who.am I to dare renew. thy waynd, 

Whole grieving once I too too grieyous'found, 

And 1ib.4. Eleg.to. in his deſcription of his.own life, 
hereafter ſubjoyned, we may reade the. i 

His lofle was much lamented,not. anely by his. kind- 
red and allies, but by. many others, who highly eſteem- 
ed him for his excellent parts, and.in, whale hearts. his 
ſweet ingenuity ingraffed, a true and. ſincere loye to- 
wards lim, Yea, he was generally deplored, out of 
that generall love and reſpe& he held with gl, 

The ryanngr of his depaxture himſelf ſerteth forth in 
moſt patheticall, expreſſions: Which, for the elegance 
in the lively. pourtrajiture of the (everall parts of, ſor- 
row and paſſion in, himſelf and. his friends, I have in- 
gevaured to, preſent it in, the truſt, Eaghſh colours L 
could to, the readers view, , whole, pune may, with 
mips taſt ſome ſweetneſſe in the midit. ofthe bitternefſe 


etlerrowtfull expreſsions : Cim 


" 
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Quids'&. 
Un ſubit illigs triſtiſima-noftrs imago, 
; ne min fupremum tempus in urbe. ſuit, 
Cj repeto nottem qua tot mibi chara neliqui, 
Labitur ex ocnlis tune queg;, gutta Mtis. 8a 


I. | 
V (7Hhenas the pxcture:of that dolefull night, 
V In which my utmolt limits were, 
My mind bebolds, when that tune. comes to fight 
Wherein I left fo many dear,. 
Even then mine eyes ket fall a tear. 


2. 
Now was-the morn. at hand wherein my Prince 
Injoyn'd me to depart away ; 
From 1taly : Nor ſpace,nor namd;nor ſenſe 
Had I to fiirniſh for the day: 
My-:ſoul affected dall delay. 


3+ 
I ne'r regarded choice of max. or mate : 
My clothes for journeying were not fits 
Nor ought befede. : Such was. my ſoul's cate, 
As he that with Zoves thunder fmit | 
Hath life but doth-not know bf it, 


4 | 
But when at length this agony was paſt, 
AndI my ſpirits did regain, 
With laſt Farewell mournfully embrac'd 
My weeping friends, whoſe ample. train 
Was now ſhrunk into one or twain, 


| F- 
My loving Wife (in Libya-farre was ſhe 
* Bred up, yct net the more foreskill'd 
Of my ſad fate) me weeping bitterly 
In her embrace ſhe weeping held, 
With ſhow*rs of tears from eyes diſtill'd. 


Fleg.3% 
- labsls 


* Here is a miſtake, where that which belongeth to the 


daughter is applyed to the "”=_ 
| | 4 


Loud 


Ovids fe. 


6. 
Loud grones, deep ſighs on every fide were yented x 
No filent funerall was there. 94 20 
Men, women, little children,all lamented + 
| Myfate ; each corner had a ſhare 
Throughout the houſe, and ſhed ſome teare, - 


Te 
And, may I but compare great things with ſmall, 
This was the face of Troy, that night 
Of treachery : No noiſe was heard at all 
OfMan or Dog ; and Luna bright 
Did guide her ſtceds by glimmering light. 
O 


On her I look'd up ; and beheld (as yet) 
The Capitol (though all in vain) 

Joyn'd to my houſe : Ye Pow'rs,ſaid I, mboſe ſeat 
Adjoyns to ours ; thou Temple mains 
which theſe eyes ne'r ſhall ſee again 3 


9. 
And allye Gods that live in Romes great State, 
whom 1 muff leave ; Adieu for ever. | 
And though a buckler 1 take up too late, 

Yet do not ye in are perſever, 

But eaſe my burden by your favour. 


IO, 
Make known my errour to that heavenly Man, 
' That he may judge my fault at leaſt : 
No wickedneſſe; and ſo the truth may ſcan 
As ye have done. That God once pleas'd 
My miſery will ſoon be eas'd. 
Il, 
Thus did I crave. My Wife more largely pray'd, 
Each accent broke with ſighs moſt deep : | 
T hen falling proſtrate, with her hairs diſplaid 
Before the-Houſhold-Gods, doth creep 
To kifſe the hearth with quaking lip, | 
LE hr There 
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T 2» 
There poures ſke forth before the ſullen Powers 
A many pray'rs, not prevalent. 
For Jolefall Husband, But the haſty Howers 
Deny'd delay : the night was ſpent, 
And 4rfos,down the Welt was bent. 


I3. 

What ſhould I do? The love of Countrey ty*d me * 
But ah ! that night was ſet to be 

My utmoſt bound ! How oft, when any ply'd me, 
Cry'd I, Alas / why baſt you? ſee 
But whence or whiter poſt you me / 


14. 

How oft did T a certain hower feigne 
Convenient for.my way aſlign'd ! 

Thrice ſept I o're the threſhold ; thrice again 
Went back : my very foot inclin'd 
To ſloth, in flattery of my mind. 


IS. 
Oft Farewell given, I fell totalk agen : 
And oft I kiſs'd, as if juſt there 
I would depart : my will repeat I then 
In ſelf.miſtakes ; my eyes each-where 
Fix'd on my ſouls engagements dear, 


16, 

hy ſhould I haſten ? Scythia zs, ſaid T, 
The (ountrey whither I am ſent : 

Rome mu#t.I leave, and leave perpetually : 
In both reſpetts juſt argument 
Of our delayes, though time be ſpent. 


17. 
My wife and 1 are both for ever parted, 
Tet both alive 3 my familie . 
With each ſweet part, and all my ſriends trye-bearted: 
O dear-beloued Souls, to me Y ie 
Knit 3:2 T heſean amitie ! 
| $22 Let's 


Ovids be. 
18, 
Let *s change embraces while we may and whe 
. Thebeſt advantage of the homer : 
Perhaps it.is for ever. Thus I ſpake 
In halved words, and, in the power 
Of ſoul, we claſp'd each friend of our. 


Lg. 

Thus while I talk and we I; lo.now 
Bright Lucifer in th' Eaft appear ; 

Sad ſtarre to us ! Oh ! I am tent; as though . 
My joynts all wrung in ſunder weze, .' 
Torn part from partby rack ſeyere ! 

| 2©4 

Such wo was Priam*s, when that treachery ' 
T hat fatall Horſe did-now-confeſle. 

But then aroſe a lamentable cry, 

And ſobbing grones didſouts oppreſle 5 
And heavy hands fmocte heavier breſts. 
2.I, 

Then my poore wife, embracing me cloſe to, 
Pourtd forth theſe tear-mix'd words to me, 

Ob ! I cannot part from thee .| I will go 
1 'll go, 1 ſay, 1*ll go with thee : 

An exuls exil d wife 1 be. 


22s 
The way 's as free for me ; ſo is the land: * 
Small burden to the ſhip are. we. T% 
Thee Czſars anger doth (0 grief!) command 
To baniſhment ; affettion, me : 
Afﬀeition ſhall my.Czſar be. 


- 23. 
Thus did ſhe ſtrive, as ſhe had done before, 
And ſcarce her hold of me forbears | 
By. belt m6 Forth I go adoore 
A walking herſe, with my ſoil'd hairs! 


Confus'd and torn about-my ears, 
1 = O're- 
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24- 
O'rewhelm'd in, grief ſhe fell into. a wound, ' 
And head againſt the hard flaore knocks : 
Come to her. {elf at length, and from the ground 
Rais'd up, with much ado her locks 
With duſt bemoiled of ſhe plucks : 


25. 
Now wajils her caſe, then blames with many. mones 
The vexing Gods, and oft doth cry, 
My Husband ! Oh my Husband / with luch grones 
And ſobs as if her child or I 
Had been juſt now in pile to frie, 
26, 


Death ſbe deſfir'd, by death her ſoul to caſe: 
Yet for my ſake ſhe life did will. 

O mayſt thou live } and, fince the Eates ſo pleaſe, 
Still live, (weet wife, my.eaſe, and till 
My abſent ſoul with comfort fall |. 


27« 

The Boreal Bear-max.into fea doth fieep 
His joul, and moils the waters there.: 

Yet doth;our keel phow up th' Jonian Deep, 
Not of our own minds, but.we are 
Compell'd to boldneſſe-qut of fear. 

28, 

Okhme | what winds. ariſe | how Sea and Heaven 
Roth ſcaul ! the bottom-ſands do bail 

Upon the top | kuge mountain: billows, driven 
Again both, ſides, our veſſel toil : 

Our Gods contiauall daſhes ſoil, 


T he hatches moih: the hos ſuib-ropes rore : 
Lhe very ſhip doth-ſecra to grone 

At our harſh fate: The Mariner, 
With terxour in hys viſage hown, 
Giycs, up and lets his act.alone, 


And 


Ovids life. 
30. | 
And as ſome weak-arm'd groom the conquer'd rain 
Reſignes unto his ſtiff-neck'd horſe ; 
Even ſo the Pilote through the toilſome main 
Works on his ſhip, not his own courſe, 
But every way the ſurges force. 


31, 
And had not /Zolus chang'd his bluſtring wind, 
Upon the interdifted Land 
I had been forc'd : for, leaving farre behind 
Th 1hhrian coalt on our left hand, 
We ſaw cloſe by th' Italian ſtrand. 


32» 
O do not ſtrive to pitch our veſſel there / 
Doye obey that God with me ! 
Whilethus Þcry'd betwixt deſire and fear 
Ofbeing driv'a back, O what a Sea 
Doth (mite the ſides moſt furiouſly ! 


33. 
Gods of the Sea, ſpare ye ths life of ours. 
0 do not ye bimfurther grieve 
hom Jove dVth ſcourge 3 nor to the Stygian Powers 
Thu weary ſoul of mineyet give: 
IF one already dead may tive. 


For his reſpe& and honour he held all his life-time 
with thoſe that were his coetaneans, his own works well 
ſhew : And for the fame and eſtimation he hath main- 
teined by his Poemes through all ages in many parts of 
- the world, let the reader butturn to M* Sandys his Col- 
lefion of the Teſtimonies of. divers learned and judi- 
cious Authours in the frontiſpice of his exquiſite 
Tranſlation of our Poets Metamorph, I will content 
my ſelf with one onely added to his, which is Angelus 
Politianus his Elegie,upon his death, wherein he mani- 
feſtcth not onely his own hanour and eſtimation of 
him, 
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him, but alſo the loye, reſpe& and favour he wonne 4 
mong the Barbarians with whom he lived, as you may 


reade 3 


'a H we . 
A Doth Naſo he in Getick ground ? 
Our Romane Muſes 7 

Entomb'd in barbarogs bouzd ! 


That barbarous land 

That hes by Iſters frogen ſpring, 
Preſſe that ſweet Poets band 

whoſe pen ſoft Love did ſing ! 
Art not aſham'd, 

0 Rome, to be farre more ſevere 
Then Barbariſme untam'd 

To thy own Sonne ſo dear ? 


Ho, Muſes, ſay 3 
; Was an friend in Scythian ſhore 
His ſorrows to allay, 
Or eaſe bx pains ſo ſore? 
Was any nigh 
His langiuſh'd joynts on bed to lay, 
Or with ſome melody 
To paſſe the painfull day ? 
Was any there 
To feel bus fainting pulſes beat, 
Or to admnifter 
| Some wholeſome drams or meat ? 
Or at hys death 
what friend did cloſe his dying eye, 
Or ſuck up bis lat breath £ 
A work of piety! 
None, none there was ! - 
Thou, thou 1emorſeleſſe cruel Rome, 


Kept'iF 
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ept'F all bis friends (alas!)  _ 
and That none at him could come. 


None, none, I ſay: | 
'* His " | 2s wife, by little * Sonnes and Daughter 


| grand- tpere parted farre away; 
childrens ' And could wot ſollow after. © 
| halno Woſriends be bad, _ 
| ſonne- But Beffi az4 Coralli tawny, 
| And Gets in wild-shins clad, 
with arms and ſhoulders brawny. 
The Sarmats, brow'd 


with horrour and with Looks auſtere, 
That drink their horſes bloud, 

His onely comfort were : 
The Sarmats grim, SS w_ 

whoſe wiry-barſh and dangling bars 
Congeal'd with cold extreme 

Do craſh about their ears. 


Andyet bjs fate 

The ftern Coralli did deplore : 
The Gets and Saxmats ſate 

And beat their boſdmes ſore. 


00d-N ympbs and woods [7 
And mountains did bewail by falſe 
And Iſters ſwelling flouds 
Did bear a part witball. 


Fame doth reherſe, 

That Pontus ſeal'd up with thick ict, 
Diſſolv'd with lukewarm tears 

of Sea-Nymphs Elegies. 


T he gentle Dove 
with mother Venus flying cames 4 
Alt 
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And into pilt dial ſhove 
| Fer ans to vaſe a flame , 
. * * A 
And on the ſtone "a 
Laid ove bis corps this verſe they ſeal'd 
Withinthis tomb lies one 
That was Loves DoQour skill'd. 


Even Venus bright 
. On bim did holy waters poure, 
And waſt'd with band milk-white 
His body ore and o're. 


And, Muſes, ye 
Naſo *s berſe fixt each a ſong ; 
But ſuch as cannot be 
Expreſs'dby mortal tongue. 


Thus farre Politianms. But one thing is remarkable 
In which we may ſay cither his deſert or his good hap 
advanced him beyond. the fortune of Homer or Maro * 
Who both, though the very excellence of Poefie, had 
their detratours 3 Homer his Zoilus, and Virgil his 
Bawvins: but Ovid (as himſelfſeemeth to vaunt- in his 
own lives deſcription) was never touched with the 
leaſt detraRtion, neither in his own time nor in any 
age ſince ; 

Nec, qui detrecat-preſentia, livor iniquo 

Ullam de noftru dente momordit opus. 

No black detra&ion to this day hath bit 

With fangs ofenvy any work I writ, 
Such indeed was his eſtimation and honouramong the 
nobleſt Citizens of Rowe, that, even while he was li- 
ving, they wore his PiRure in rings of gold ; as Eleg.6. 
Tri(t. lib. 1. witnefleth : Which being but brief, and 
tending all to our preſent purpoſe of declaring his 
worth and exquiſite parts, I haye made bold to trouble 
thee with the Tranſlation - 

; 
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1 quis babes noſtris ſamiles in imagine vultits, 
S Demme meis bederas Bacchica ſerta comts. 8c. 
Ear friend of mine that doſt my piture wear, 
D Pull off the Ivy-crown from my ſad hair. 
For happy brows thoſe happy badges be: 
My fortune with a crown doth not agree. 
Though I conceal thee, yet my meaning 's known 
Tothee whoſe finger wears me up and down: . 
Who at the ſecond hand doſt me behold 
Thy baniſh'd friend engraven in burniſh'd gold. | 
Which when thou view'ſt, perhaps thou oft maiſt ſay ſoy 
Ab . where 1s now 0ur old companion Naſo ? | 
Sweet is thy love. But I (ſuch as they be) 
My Rhythmes, my nobler picture, give to thee, 
My Poeme that of bodzes chang d doth ſing z 
Made by my exile an unperfect thing : 
This; with the reſt, T in my griet and wo 
At my departure into fire did throw, 
So I my books, my bowels, which todye 
Deſerved not, did force in flames to fry : 
Becauſe my Muſe I hated, as my crimes 3 
Or *cauſe they were rude and unpoliſh'd rhythmes, 
But ſeeing that they are not quite extin& 3 
(Sure they in copics were tranſcrib'd, I think) 
Now may they live, and pleaſing paſtimes be, 
And put the Reader oft in mind of me. 
And yet no man with patience them can reade 
Tf he perceive they are unfiniſhed. 
The work was from the anvile ſnatch'd yerwhile, 
And left unpoliſh'd by the finer file. 
Therefore for praiſe I pardon crave : I 've got | 
Great praiſe, if, Reader, thou diſdain me not, 
And this Hexaſtich (if you ſhall think fit ) 
Into the Front'ſpice of our book admit. | 
Whatever hand theſe orphane Rhythmes doth touch, | | 
Give them ſome welcome : and the more tocrave | 


Thy 
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Thy favour, know,they were not mee ſuch, 

But even reprieved from their Fathers grave. 
Whatever crime therefore you ſhall perceive, 
Know,he had mended,had the Fates giv'n leave, 

But above all,his own works teſtifie of him to this day, 
and clearly demonſtrate, that what reſpe& the world, 
and what approof and commendations Authours have 
ivet him, was not affe&ed but well deſeryed : For he 

Fath left many fair monuments of his wit, both in He- 
roick and Elegiack verſe, which are no mean ornaments 
of the Latine tongue. He penned divers Heroicall E- 
piltles ; III. Books De Arte .Amand; ; IT. Books De 
Remedio Amory 3; 11. Books De Amore 3 Of Metamor- 
phoſis XV. Books. He penned alſo ſome Tragedies:Of 
which OAMedea is highly approved by * Quintilianu and 

Corn. Tacitus, and not without deſert ; for in it he hath 
| ſhewnthe very vigour and quinteſſence of wit, He com=- 
poſed a book againſt common Rhythmers, as Fabins 
Luintilianus witneſſeth, He penned an Epiſtle to Livia 
in conſolation for the death of Druſus. He began a book 
of the Atian warre. He wrote II, Books-to Tiberius. In 
his baniſhment he wrote V. Books intituled Triftium ; 
IV. Books De Ponte; XII. Books intituled Faſt. He 
writ an imprecation againſt 1bjzs ; one Book De Yatici- 
niis ; The Triumph of Germanicus (ſar. He began a 
work De Piſcibus ;which after Oppianus imitated. He 
penned alſo ſome works in the Getzch tongue, the firſt 
about Auguſtus and his family, as he affirmeth 1b, 4. 
De Ponto, Eleg. 13. 


* Que oftentare videtur quantum vir ille prafiare potuerity fi 
ingenio ſuo temperare quam indulgere maluiſſet, Quint. 


To his friend Carns. 


1g | Ec te milarts ſs ſunt vitioſa, decebit 
( armina, qu# faciam pene Peta Getes. &c- 
1 B 


Nor 


- 
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Or worider at my verſes ſlips : for know its 
N;: am become almoſt a Getick Poet, 

It ſhames me much z though in the Gerzc> tongue | 
I am ſo skill'd that I have Poemes ſung, I 
And pleas'd them well: Congratulate my fame | 
Among the Gets I 've won a Poets name. | 
You ask the ſubje&. Ceſars praiſe I chaunted, 

And in a Deity 's name my new rhythmes yauntcd, 
i T herein I prove, though Ceſars body be 

[ Put mortall, yet his ſoul 's a Deitie : 

| That he who did the Sceptre long refuſe, 


His Fathers virtues in his heart renews ; t 
Thar Livia Vefta is of Chaſtny, r 
Her Lord and Sonne becoming equally : C 
That thoſe two Sonnes their Parent did maintein, « 
Who gave true ſymptomes of their noble vein, "2 
When I this Poeme in a forrein tongue { C 
Had perfe&ed, and it rehears'd among | 2 
The Getick croud, their curled'locks they ſhake, | 

With armed quivers,and a murmuring make, G 
Cries one, 1f Czlar thus imployes your pen, ; tl 
To C lar you ſhould be reftor*d agen. | 

Thus laid the Get : yer, { arus, this ſixth yeare 1 
.Deteins me ſtill beneath the frozen Bear. h 


At which (as he faith) the Gers murmuring in th& | » 
manner, .to purchaſe their favour, he wrote another tl 
book in the Getick rongue, Of the as of their king: | h 
which pleated them wondrous well. And divers other | n 

- works hecompoled ;z moſt of which, either by the lazi- | bt 
neſle.of ſome age, or by the negligence of Library-keep« + #1 
ers, are become imperfect, or totally periſhed. His Me- | hi 

7 
w 
b) 


i 


tamorphoſewn he finiſhed before his baniſhment, but left 
it uncorre&ed,as is forementioned, He had written XII. © 
Books intituled Faſti, as himſclf evidenceth. Trif hb.2, * 
., Sex ego Faſtorum ſcripſe, totidemgz libellgs : | 
Cumqz {ue furem menſe libellys babet, 


Twelve! 


| 
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Twelve books of Faſt; I in verſe have penn'd : 
. Andevery Volume with his Month doth end. 


+ Divers ſuppoſe he began this work at Xome, and riot 


| unlikely : but he ended it in Poxtxs,as may be colleQed 


from his Preface,and many other places of his book; bur 
ſpecially from a Dittich in the fourth Book z 
Sulmonis gelid; patrie, Germanice, noſtre ! 

; Me naſerums ! Scythico quam protul ille ſolo eff ! 
Sweet Sulmd's wall, great Prince,my native land ! 
Ahme| how diſtant from the Scythian ſand ! - 

There havine correRed the firſt ſix books, he Hedicated 
thim to Germanicts, purpofing to proceed With the 


| reſt: but: death ttitting off his dayrs, he left therji either 


corrected nor publiſhed 2 and ſo through the cateleſneſſe 
of the times,or ignoratice of the Szyth;ans,among whom 
they were left, they are periſhed: Yet it was once teport= 


; edthey were all found: which I would I could find not 


; a report but a truth. 


Some. deny that this wotk was dedicated to young 


| Germanicus, bit would have it to Taberins Ceſar: which 


; they prove chiefly from that verſe in the Preface, , 


Tn queq; cj Druſo premia fratre feres. 


' This Draſj (fay they) was brother to Tiberius, tid was 


- 


he that dyed in his Germane warres : But this title Ger- 


\ | manicus Was never known to be given to Tibelins © nei- 


ther doth Tranquilius mention it in the rehearſal of all 


| histitles. If any ſay that it hath been read in old mo- 
* + neysand monuments, I anſwer, that thoſe inſcriptions 


belonged not to Tiberius Ceſar,but to this Tiberius Ger-= 
manicus our Poets patrone,the fonne of Druſus,who in- 
herited his fathers title which he had gained in his Ger- 
mane deſignes. Beſide, it is plain that this Gere) ces 


| whomour Poet meaneth was grandchild to 4g :/1;5: 


+ by adoption,and not his ſonne : as {ib.1, 


Et tuus Auguito nomine difius avus. 
Then firſt Auguſtus was thy Grandfire*s name, 
B 2 50 


{ta 
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G that this Germanicius was the ſonne of Druſus Tiberi- 
225 his brother,and that Druſus whom he calleth Frater 
Germanici was Tiberius his fonne and Germanicus his | 

» firſt couſin ; our Poet taking liberty (which is very fre. 
quent with Authours both prophane and divine) to uſe 
one title of conſanguinity for another. To Auguſtus 


- — 


——————_ —_—_— 


Grandchild therefore not to his Sonne was this Poeme | 


dedicated. Which Ovid might very well do, becauſe this ' 
Germanicus was exceedingly well beloyed of all his 
ſouldiers and all the citizens of Rome for his many rare 


1 


rformances in the warres, and befide was a man of bt 


ſingular learning and an excellent Poet. From this fa- 


Poet had hopes that he might one day come to the 


crown, and then might favour him ſo far as to call him | 


homez or art leaſt in the mean time might purchaſe his 


your that this Prince mainteined among all men our E 


releaſe. / be 
Divers Poets before Ovid aſſayed this work Faſti, as is 


Ennius,Livius,Andromcus;and others, But Quid a long 


"=... time after diligently turning over all the ancient Calen- It 
Fi and Monuments of the Pontifies, and other old An« 'Þr 


Ar 


nals which perteined to religious rites and ceremonies, |, 


and reducing the Romane yeare into a moreexad order, | 
with an exquiſite obſervation of the Coſmical,Heliacal, 
and Acronicall riſing & ſetring of all the fixed Conſtel- 
lations,compoſed this memorable Poeme with much la- 
bour and ſtudy. 

Thus have I from the teſtimony of ſureſt Authours 
related the principall parts and paſſages of this worthy 
Poets life, as alſo partly from his own hand-writing. If 
any defireth to be turther informed of him, let him reade 
this following relation of his life, penned by no other 
hand then his own : which, as perfe&ly as my faculty 
permitted, I have preſented in our native tongue. 


Ovid 


C 
2 
( 
'T 


( 
Ri 
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Ovid to Poſteritie, 
Triſt. 1V. Eleg. x. 


& 

| pp*Hat after-times may know of me each thing ; 

| T: was the man who tender Love did ſing. 

| | My countrey, Sulmo, fed with freſh ſprings all ; 

| Miles ninety diſtant from the Romane wall. 

* | Here wasI born: The very yeare to tell ; 

* |'T was when by one ſad fate two (onſwuls fell. 

* May that avail, I was a Knight by bloud, 

| | Not onely raiſed by my Fortunes good. 

* |I wasno firſt-born child : for one ſonne more 
My father had, born juſt a yeare before. 

* {Both he and I were born upon one day, 


> {And at one time our natall gifts did pay. 


© flt was the firſt day of the bloudy liſts 

* {Preſented at the great Cuinquatrian feaſts, 

» |Our Parents then, to have us train'd up well, 

» {Put us to ſuch as did in Arts excell. 

My brother from his youth did bend his mind 

o Rhetorick,and to the Law inclin'd. 

But I a child the Theſpian ſweets did favour, 
And more and more did winne the Muſes favour. 
$ Leave,leave theſe fruitleſſe Studies, Sonne, oft cry'd 
” (My father : Homer but a poore. man dy'd. 

; Mov'd at his words I left the dear delight 
r 

/ 


Of Helicon, and *gan in proſe to write. 
0, verſes of their own accord came fit : 
t was averſe whate'r I ſpake or writ, 
ears growing op, my brother dear and I 
[lagecker took a Gown of Liberty. ; 
Ric goon Robes with badges broad we wore 
T hoſe ſtudies follow'd which we us'd before, 
& B ; 


Ovid to Poſteritie.' 
My Brother now had paſſ'd his twenti'th yeare ? 
He dies in whom I loſt'my { ouls beſt ſhare, 
In youth to ſome preferment rais'd was I , 


And took the office of 1riumvirz. 
* . * *% 


Both mind and bodie were unapt for labour, 
And vex'd ambition I could never favour. 
And ſtill the Muſes did intice me ſtill | 
To their calm ſweets, which e'r had my good will. 
I dearly lov'd the Poets of the time: 
Each Poet was a God in my eſteem. 
Ofc did I heare ſage Macer reade his Birds, 
And Serpents, and the help each Herb affords. 
And oft Propertius my companion dear 
With amorous raptures did preſent my ear. 
Heroick Ponticus, Tambick Battrus 
«With pleafing ſtrains did often recreate us, 
And tunefull Horace oft my car delighted 
With curious dittics on his harp recited, 
Virgil 1 onely ſaw : and haſtic Fate 
'  T:bullus friendſhip did anticipate. 
He followed Gallus; and Propertivs, him: 
I was the third man in the rank of time. 
As I my Elders,ſo my Juniours me 
Ador'd : my Muſe grew famous ſuddenly. ' 
Thrice and no more had I ſhay'n off my beard 
When firſt my yourhfull trains the people heard. 
My Miltreſſe, in Corizna mask'd, did move 


My wits : each ns; now conld chaunt our love. 


Much did I write ; bat what T faulty knew 
Into the fault-corre@ing fires I threw, 

And at my exile caſt T into flame, 

Vex'd with my Muſes, many a work of fame, 
My tender heart off, pc through with Love 
Each light occaſion inftantly did moye. 


\" 7 ; 


' But when I was from Cupids paſſions fr ce, 


! + Mylaſt,with whom moſt of my dayesT ſpent, 


5 - Hisdayes concluded jult at ninetie years. 


- The Summer-tropick of my years now gone, 


Ovid to Poſteritie. 


My Muſe was mute and wrote no Elegie, 

A worthlefle, loveleſſe Wife to me but young 

Was match'd : with whom I led my life not long; 
My ſecond wife, though free from any crime, 

Yet ſhe continued but a little time, 


Endar'd the blemith of my baniſhment. 

One Daughter have I, which once and again 
Made me a Grandfire, but by husbands twain. 
And now my Father full of filver-hairs 


As he *d have mourn'd for me,ſo did T mourn 
For him. Next Sorrow was my Mothers urn. 
Both happie ſure and in good houres did die, 
Whoſe death did come before my milſcrie. 
And happie I, in that they both being dead 
No tears at all for my afflition ſhed. 

Yet if, ye Dead, have ought beſide a name; 

If your light Ghoſts eſcape the fatall flame : 
Parenta]l Souls, if you have heard of me 

In Styx; if there my crimes related be : 

Be you aſlur'd ,with whom I cannot lie, 

My crime was Errour not Diſhoneſtie. 
Enough for them. To you now I retire, 

My friends, who th' alin of my life enquire, 


Declining Age with hoarie hairs came on. 

Now fince my birth ten times the Horſe-courſer 

"That won the racc Pzſean wreaths did wear: 

When ah, offended Ceſar doth command 

My dolefull exile to the Tomites land! 

T he cauſe of this,too much to moſt reveal'd, 

Muſt be for cyer by my ſelf conceal'd. 

Nor friends, nor ſervants wrongs will There yent; 

I 've ſuffered croſſes next to baniſhment, 
| B 4 To 


Ovid to Poſteritie. 
To which my mind did ſcorn to yield; and till 

By its own ſtrength did ſtand invincible. 

| And ſans regard of ſelf or calm life led , 

; With artlefſe arm the warres *I followed. 

_ As many troubles have ſurcharg'd this ſoul 

| «Y ari© "—_ 

Yi As there be ſtarres *twixt North and Southern Pole, 
{fore- Long being toll'd about, at length I met 

mentt®* The ſurly Sarmat and the bow-arm'd Get. 

ned: Here, though I 'm ſtartled with the noiſe of arms, 
[ My Muſe with her beſt skill my ſorrows charms, 
And though no eare can reliſh here one rhythme, 
Yet fo | paſſe and ſo delude the time. 

For life therefore, and power againſt mytoils, 

For paſling of the tedious houres ſemewhiles, 
Thanks, Muſe, to thee: Thou art my ſole relief, 
My eaſe, my phyſick in my waſting grief. 

Thou me, my Guide and dear Companion, 

Noſt raife from 1ſter into Helzcon. 

Thougiv'ſt me, while I live, a name ſublime, 
The rareſt gifc that ſcorns both Tombe and Time. 
No black Detraftion to this day hath bit 

With fangs of envie any work 1 writ. 

And though our age (o many Poets high 

Hath bred, my fanfie Fame did ne'r cnvy. 

I others honour'd: others honoured 

Me with the beſts and through the world 1'm read. 
If then we Poets can the truth divine; 

Come death whenever, Duſt, I am not thine, 
Whether by favour or deſert T be 

Thus fam dz kind Reader, thanks I give to thee. 


Sic cecinit Naſo de ſe. 


Clio 's 


C 


CLuio's complaint for the 


death of O y 10. 
Clio. 


I, 

H ! with what tears ſball 1 enlarge my prief ? 
A In what ſad accents ſhall T ſigh phi 
How vent my ſorrows © keowing no relief, 

Nor craving ought, but onely to be known 
Toall : that all may ſbare with me in mone. 
2. 
Let not Rome onely and the Latine tzain 
Lament and mourn, but all the world beſide, 
Sweet Naſo 's Death, whoſe moſt ingenious brain 
The world with peerleſſe treaſures beautifi'd ; 
And more bad done,bad be not timeleſſe dy'd. 


Z. 
Ab ! how I ſtill remember to my wo, 
In what a happy vein be walk'd along ! 
How readily bus fanſie quick did flow 
In numbers even and raptures ſound and ſtrong, 
which preſently made up ſome learned Song ! 


4, 
hoſe melodie would make the Hills to ring, 
The wood-Gods wonder ,and the F auns admire. 
The Dryads, Naiads, them would often ſing ; 
And every Nymph to heare them did defire : 
which won the favour of each beauteous uire, 


5o 
His very youth was ripe in Poeſee : 
For all aſſayes be was our witty Page. 
ofttimes Apollo, when he chanc'd to eye 
His lines, would ſay, O thou of yourhfull age ! 
A Boy in years, bur in our gifts a Sage ! 


Thoſe 


Clio's complaint. * 
. 6, 
Thoſe amorous raptures which in ſport he writ 
when, Venus ſervant, be did march yerwhile 
In Cupids files, what quiuteſſence of wit 
Dy they demonstrate /! in what curious flyle 
His-verſes flow, not fowl'd with vulgar ſoil ! 
X To 
But now the vigaur of bis wit at full, 
Like candid Cynthia in diameter TH” 
with ber bright Brother, when our Theſpian pool 
He in full draughts drew in, 0 then how clear 
His fanſie ſtream'd : wet learning flouriſ#d there ) 


That Poeme of Transformed ſhapes can ſhew ; 
. 4 picce of all applauded, and defir'd : 
which whoſo reads, his pithy Muſe may view 
In beautifull variety attii'd. 
The quaint comtexture of that work 's admir'd. 


9. 
And when his buskin'd Muſe in garb moſt grave 
And voice majeſtich (talk d on crouded Scene, 
No Sophoclean ſtrains more beight could bave, 
Nor weieht ſupport. How oft have they between 
Each Att with generallſhouts applauded been, ! 
10 


*. At length, in{pired with a heat divine, 
2 That worthy work be writ with happy pert 
* Of Months, with courſes of each conftant Signe, 
And Pheebus toils : where fitly now and thes 
He chaunts the praiſes of bis countrey-men : 
3, IT 
when in the middle of bis fair carier 
The crygl Parcz clipt (0 grief! © gall") 
now twiſt : when be ſcarce half bu Yeare 
. By which did thouſands fall 
their praiſes ; of a jewel, aſh. 


| 


Clio's complaint, 
I2. 
0 cruel Siſters ! why did you not ſpare, 
And draw to Neſtor's length his ſacred twine ? 
0r to as large « twiſted clue as were 
The laſting Sibylls ? *T was as pure and fine, 
Apd (if with you that values) as Divine. 


IJ. 
No work you wanted ſoy your direfull knives, 
Their thirſt to ſatiate. Charon *s boat doth grone 
with conflant crowds. Ten thouſand wilgat lives _ 
You might bave ſhar'd off, and let hys alone : 
Tex thouſand lives might ſatisfie for one. 
I 


Why d:d not 1 in time ſolicute Fate, 
Back'd with my Sifiers, and (bad Pray'rs been able 
Or Gifts to conquer) beg a longer date ? 
we would have chang'd ber nature ne'r ſo ſlablez 
Before w* had done, and made hey exorable. 
=: 
But thou, dire Czſar, moſt to be upbraided, 
Thy tyrannie did cut bim off is s prime 
By unjuſt baniſhment. Hu ſpirits faded 
mth blaſting griefs, which ware out all his time, 
And chill diſtempers of the Getick cline. 
6 


16. | 
b well it hapned in the mid(t of ill "Eh... 
Of balf thy praiſe his death deſpoiled thee © - Fx: 
And what was givn thee by bu faithfyllguill, ** © 
The world by this thy unjuſt att ſhall, ; 
Was not thy merit but bjs lojallie, 1 
: 


I7. [0 
Thy thundring blow his daxted fanſie (1 "yy 
That in a trance long time ſbe lay for ſalt: 
At length reviv'd, (0.admrablewit, 
And even beyond my thought |) amid by pain 
And miſery bis. Muſe did-ſing agains 


g ah +» 6 © 


Clio's complaint. 
= 7, 


The crime was thine and not bis own : How then 

Conldh thou exile bim to the furtheſt end i, 
Of all the world, mong monſters fierce, not men, 

To waſt hu dayes ? and bim (0 horrid !) rend ( 


From ivife,from (bildren,(Countrey dear ,and Friend ? 
I 


9. 
His eyes beheld too much : Too bold was he 
Into the ſecrets of a King to pry. | 
"T is true, alas ! be ſaw too much of thee. 
wert thou aſham'd that be thy crime did ſpy ? 
That crime then baniſh more deſervedly, 
20, 
0 borrid ! never call bim home again? 
Never afford a milder region ? 
Fere thoſe ſweet expiations all in vain ? 
His oratorious Muſe, his pleading mone, 
That mov'd not thee, would move a marble-ſtone. 
21s 
Thy heart was Scythian, barbarous tby deed, 
Tuit like that place where be was forc'd to be. 
Thy name Auguſtus well with thee agreed : 
'T was given in flattery ; but by this all ſee, 
Thou wert Auguſtus iz thy cruelty, 


2 2. 
Surpaſſing ſarre the barbariſme of Gets, 
 Coralli, Befſi, with their [narled bairs. 
For lo, his Muſe their rigour mitigates : 
And that which could not pierce thy rocky ears, 
D1id win their favour and * provoke thear tears, 


* Fe tamen exſtinflum Beſ5i & flevere Coralli, &c. Ang. Polit, 
in his Elegie, 


23, | 

Oft didſt thou vaunt thy love unto our Art | 
And didft reward out Prieſts with wealth and fame : 

Oft didſt thou take thy pen to play thy part 


Among 


Clio's complaint. 
Among our Duire ; and with our ſacred flame 
Inſpir d, didſt triumph in a Poets name : 


2.4» 
How then came all that beat and love ſo quail'd, 
0'rewhelm'd and quench'd ? by one dire blaſt of ire ? 
Our Pow'r contenn'd ? which ever yet prevail'd 
with Rtouteſt ſpirits. O why did we inſpire 
Thee with one ſpark, that thus doit ſlight our QBuire ! 
2 


5. 
Our force and virtue, that bave rais'd the dead, 
* Drawn down the Moon, erefied brazen Towers, 
Tam d Bears and Tigers, mov d the Rocks, and ftaid 
The running Streams,and* charm'd the greateft Powers 
In Pluto *s cell; mov d not that beart of yours. 


* Carmina de clo poſſunt dednccere lunam, Virg. Vid- Faſt. 23 
of Arion. And the power of Orpheus hisHarp is a known ſtory. 
* This Orpheus did when he went down into the Stygian 
vaulrs to fetch back bis wife, 
26. 

Jove,Juno, Venus, Janus,Mars, and all 

Ye Powers of heaven, bis pen your praiſes ſpake : 

ir by didye let ſo true a ſervant fall 
thy did ye not for your own honours ſake 
with draughts of Ne&tar bim immortal make ? 


27, 

And thou great Father of our ſacred Duire, 
Let me in Griefs prerogative be bold 

To plead with thee. Thou didſt at full inſpire 
Thy darling Naſo, and haft bim enroll'd 

\ «Among thy moſt renowned Prieits of old. 

28, 

Oft bait thou crowned with immortall Bayes 
His ſacred brows ? be was thy favourite. 

Nor that grand Chanter of Achilles praiſe, 
Nor that high pen which ſung Ancas flight, 
Wor that ſweet Lyrich thee azd mare delight, 


1 hy 


Clio's complaint. 


OLE 
why didſt not then wath thine Ambroſia feed bim 2 
(Food which thou giv ſt to thine unwearied ſteeds) 
To large eternity why did not breed him ? | 
Then h is pure fanſie ſown with heavenly ſeeds, 7 
Had chanted more druine and humane decds. 
_ | 
Thou might'ſt at leaſt have done the world that favonrs 
As to havebeeg'd a longer leaſe of life 4+» A 
From Joves own band 0 thou hadft becn a ſaver | 
Of thine own honour, hadſt thou ſtay d the knife | 
(That bloudie weapon |) of the Silters r1fe. 
[4 


3!, 
Behold that halved orphane work 3 a piece 


Almoft the laſt that by his hand was penn'd: B 
That work alone deſeru'd a longer leaſe 
of life from thee. See how he did intend I 


Thy fame and honour through the year to ſend. 


32. 
Had he gccompliſh'd that druine deſrent, 


Andreach'd to his Years end without that wrong T 
From Fate and Czlar, that had all been thine: 
Then in thy chariot thou badſt danc'd along yi 


Thy Yeats twelve labours ina conſtant ſong. 


33* | 
ow zs thy race uneven : One balf the yeare.. 


Thou paſſeſt blank. Methinks thy whecls are numb We 
Thoſe ſilenc d& Months : No ſong doth calendar” 
Thy Signes and dayes. One ſide of heaven is dumb. p 


Such wrongs to us from Fates thwart actzons come. 


4. 
Apollo duly to her plaint ck care. 
Her grief moy'd pitie, and her words moy'd grief | } 
Much ir affects him Naſo 's death to heate; | 
That envious Fate ſo ſhort had cropp « his life, | 
He ſhakes his fire-locks, and replies, not brief; 


kk » 


SW 


Clio 's complaint. 
Apollo, 


| + 

| Sweet Clio, Thy complaint is juſt and true; 
And in tby ſorrow TI con(ent with thee. 

The thought of Phacthon's fall doth not renew 
My paſſion ſo nor tore diſtemper me 
Then Ovid's death and-ſad calamitie. 


36. 
4» And bad 1 thought bis fatall twiſt had been 
'  Sonear theend, and that the Three conſented 
| Wfmid bis ſongs tocut bis thread ſogreen, 
I would have tri d my Skill to have prevented 
That ſtroke, and got a longer leaſe indented. 


37. 
But well thou know'ft my mind about is burPd, 
Each week, each day, each mite of an houte, 
In generall affairs of all the world, 
In meting out. of Time, and keeping our ' 
Heaven's Complices in their due courſe and power: 
3 


38, 
That I br ſpace nor reſpit have alwayes 
0: each particular in thy vaſt All 
Toſet my thoughts; though mtn of worth and praiſe 
Are cropp'd by Fates,who threads of Vrrtue gall; 
Andoſt my friends beſides my knowledge fall. 


39+ : 
Thus Maro, Lucane, by their ſpiteſull hand 
At iinavearts were baniſh d from my light, 
And that arch-Poet of the Fairie lond, 
with «averſe more. Thus mary a Favourite 
Hawue loit their beads out of their Prince's ſught. 


40» 
when I per chance foreſee the fatall day 

| Of anyWworthie, haw it me doth pain 

|  Tobring it onward! gladly would T ſtay. 
And were it not Neceſsie conratis, 

I ſhould my chariat oftentimes refrain, 


Clio 's complaint. 


41+ 
But, Clio, ſtay thy tears. 'T u follie, never EY 
To ceaſe a grief for unrevers'd decrees. | 
'T # wiſdome, when Neceſſitie doth ſever 
Her aftions and our will when what we pleaſe 
we cannot do, to do what moſt may eaſe . 


42. 
Though Death bath felenc'd bis facetions quill 
And robb'd bim of bis life,us of our praiſe ; 
Yet doth bjs fame, bus nobley portion, ſtill 
Survive and flouriſh like our lajting Bayes : 
And through the world bis works bus worth ſhalt raiſe. | 


43- 

As for bis Poeme's loſſe, it proves bus gain. 
*'T ts greater honour to be much deſir'd 

Then much enjoy d. For that which doth remain 
To be made up, ſome Fanſie well attir'd 


May be e'r long for that ſupply inſpir*d. 


44- 
Thus in deſpite of Fate will we extend 

Our Servants lives, and raiſe their dying bead. 
As for Auguſtus who did cauſe bis end, 

The world concludes it, Ovid baniſhed 

TV uuworthi't aft that er Auguſtus did. 


Sic queſta eſt Co: maeſtz gemuere Sorores, 
Conculsitque comam ſcitus Apollo Lyr#+ 
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' OVIDS FESTIVALLS: 


| OR, 


ROMANE CALENDAR. 


The firſt Book 


or , 
JANUARIE. 


'4 The Argument. 


H' old Romane yeare. The ſeucrall ſorts of dayes. 
Diſcourſe with Janus. Th'Aſtrolophi's praiſe. 
The fea Agonia. whence the Altar's fill d 
with bloud of virds and beaſts. Why th Aſſe is kil['d 
Tolufiſull Priap. Lucen Carmentis rite 
with ber prediftions. Great T yrinthius fight 
With fre-mouth'd Cacus. The Auguſtian name 
Aſſum'd by Celar. In Carmentis ſame 
More (acreds pay d. White Concord in white fane. 
Mild Peace ber altar. Aud a pray'r for grain, 


IA le yearc 
MS ny cot d of old, Star's courſes fing we 
J LS re. 
YE Germanick (eſar,'O accept our charge: 
With ſmooth alpe&, and guide my feeble barge, 
Be Patrone to this piece devote to thee; - q 
| Let notthis gift, thoughſmall, reje&ed be, 

| Here holy rites ou out of annals old 

May'ft thou read ore: and why each day's enrol['d, 
© Here may you your domeſtic feaſts adjoynd, 
And heceyour father «nd On Ny find; 


And 


Ovids Feſtivalls, Jan 


And how throughout the Calendar renown'd, 
Thy brother Druſus fame with thine ſhall ſound, 
Some Ceſars arms, we Ceſars altars (ing 3 
What dayes were hallow'd by that ſacred king. 
The whiles the glory of thy houſe I chaunt, 

Do thou but ſmile, no fear our Muſe ſhall daunt. 
Your grace gives vigour to my verſes poore, 

Our fanfie at your eye doth flag or ſoat. 

The cenſure of fo learn'd a majeſty 

Our Muſe doth fear more then .Apollo*s eye. 
For we did taſt thoſe ſweets your lips let fall, 
When you did plead in cauſes criminall. 

But when Apollo thee inſpir'd, O then 

Whar ſtreams of learning glided from thy pen ! 
O Poer,deigne a Poets rain to guide, 

That ſo our yeare a {weeter courſe may ſlide; 


AVE Romulus the times did firſt diſpoſe, 

Ten months to number out his yeare he choſe, 
(Forſooth, thou hadſt more skill in fignes of warres 
To curb thy neighbours, then in fignes of ſtarres) 

Yet he by reaſons was to this induc'd : 

His errour, (ſar, may be well excus'd. 

What time the mother in her womb doth bear 

Her breeding child, juſt that he made his yeare. 

That time the widow from the fatall burning 

Of her dead mate did wear the fignes of mourning. 
Theſe arguments did Romulus regard 

When he the ſcaſons to his peaſants ſhar'd. 

Mai's had the firſt, the next was YVenzs place 

He father, and the mother of his race; 

T1 he third from £14, the fourth from Yongth is nam'd: 
Thenumber titles for thereſt hath fram'd. 

But Nuzz willing Zazs to adore, 

And dead mens ghoſts, prepos'd a couple more, 

| Now 
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Book i. or, Romane Calendar. 


Now you the duties of each day muſt know : 

For every day did not the like allow. 

That was Non-leet-day which the three words ſcap't, 
That Leet-day was wherein the courts were kept. 
Theſe offices were not all day performing : 

'Tis Leet at noon, but *rwas a Non-leet morning. 
Before the Prztour pleading then begun, 

And ſuits of law 20 ſacrifice was done. 

Some dayes the people in the rails include, 

Some on theninth day ſtill their courſe renew'd. 
Queen 7«no's care our Romane Calends thield : 

A fat white lamb in th* Ides to Fove is kill'd. 


- The Nones are blank, and want a ſacrifice : 


» Take heed, T pray, the next a black day is. 


The reaſon's from th'events ; In them, they (ay, 
Our Romane hoſt have often loſt the day. 

But once of theſe it ſhall ſuffice to ſpeak 

In all our book, leſt I my order. break. 


SErmanick, lo! our Fas thee doth bring 
A happy yeare : he is the firſt I ſing, 
Tway-facod ;* apy our ſtill-pac'r yeares guide, 
Who onely of the gods ſeeſt thy back-fide. 
Come gracious to our captains, by whoſe care 
Both ſea and land ſecure of tumult are. 
Come gracious to our Romane lords and ſtates, 
And in good will unlock thy temple-gates. 
A good day comes 3 let tongues from hearts ſalute : 
Good words and greetings this good day do ſuit. 
Let idle wranglings not moleſt the eare: 
Ye brawling people now your ſuits deferre. 
See how the heavens with ſpicy fires do ſhine, 
And ſpikenard crackles on the hearths divine. 
Tranſplendent flames do laſh the temples gold, 
Atyinkling luſtre to the roof extoll'd, 

& +. . White 


4 Ovids Feſtivalls, Jan. 


White robes now walk to our Tarpeian wall ; 
The people's deckt in gaytie feſtivall. 

New purple ſhines: new rads now talk in ſtate: 
The ivory'd benches bear another weight. 

The fair fat ox, whoſe neck ne're felt the yoke, 
Now yields it to the ſacrificing ſtroke, 

ove when he views the world from towring skies 
Hath nought but Romane to imploy his eyes. 
Hail holy-day; come alwayes fortunate : 
Deſerving worſhip of a world-great ſtate. 

But, Zapys, now what god ſhall I thee call? 
For Greece hath nere a god like thee at all. 
Rehearſe the reaſon = thou haſt ſuch ods 
Of looking both wayes, more then all the gods. 
I walkt, my note-book in mine hand, T mus'd ; 
The temple brighter ſhines then earſt it us'd. 
Majeſtick ZFanyus urns immediately 

His double viſage to my wondring eye. 
Ama'zement makes my hairs upright to ſtart ; 
A ſudden terrour chills me to the heart. 

His ſtaff in's right hand, in his left his key; 
From former face he thus replies to me : 

Time's ſtudiovus prophet, caſt aſide all fear, 
And from my mouth what thou dcfireſt heare. 
Old times did call me Chaos (1 'm a thi 
Of deepeſt eld) mark what old aQs 1 fing. 

All theſe foure clements, the Aire ſo clear, 
Fire, Earth, and Water, one whole bodie were. 
When ftrife they ceas'd, and this laborious maſſe 
To ſeverall houſes ſeparated was 
Fire mounted heaven; the next the Aire poſleſs'd; 
The Earth and Water in.the midſt were preſs'd. 
Then I, who was arude and ſhapeleſſe load, 
Came to the true proportion of a. god. 
Becauſe my badge of that rude lump is ſmall, 
My tore and back parts differ not at all. 
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The other reaſon of my ſhape I'le ſhow, 
Which with my office thou Thalralfo know. 
What-ere thou ſeeſt, heaven, aire, and ſea, and land, 
Are all lockt up, and open'd by mine hand: 
This vaſt woxlds guard is in my onely power: 
The wheeling of the hinge of heaven is our. 
When peace I pleaſe into calm courts to fend, 
She in ſafe paths about doth freely wend, 
With fatall bloud-the world would drenched be, 
Should I not curb ſtern warre with this my key. 
I with the gentle Houres heavens portalls guar : 
Fove's (elf goes in and out too by my ward: | 
Thence Zanys call'd. And'when the prieft doth make 
A wafer for me, and a falt-meal-cake, 
The name doth ſeem ridiculous : ſome whiles 
He me Patufius, and then Cluſaus, ſtyles. 
My double office rude antiquitie 
By this alternate name would ſtenihe. 
Thou ſeeſt my office, now will I make known 
My figure's ground, in partalreadie ſhown : 
Two tronts (thou know'ſtY belong to every gate : 
This tow'rds the people, tow'rds the houfhold that. 
And as the porter at his gate with you 
Does both the ingrefle and the egrefle view: . 
So I the porter of heavens court ſurvey 
Juſt at a wink the Eaſt and Weſtern bay. 
See Hecate, her faces three wayes bends, 
And ſo ſhe eas'ly three-leet wayes defends : 
So without motion I two wayes can fee, 
Leſt lofſe of time there ſhould in moving he. 
This ſaid, he promis'd with a courteous eye, 
Tf more I askt, he would not me denie. 
I courage took, and thankt S" Zanys then, 
And calin down mine eye thus fpake again, 
Why doth the New yeare in the cold begin? 
The gentle ſpring a fitter time had bin; 
C 2 Time's 
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Times age renews then, and renews all things : 
On ſwelling twigs the pearly vine-bud ſprings, | 
Leaves deck the trees in ſummer-green attire : | 


Both grafſe and grain above the ground doth ſpire. 
Lirds deſcants warble in the calmed aire, ] 
Both birds and beaſts do ſport about and pair, | 
The ſun ſhines warm. Then comes the vagrant ſwallow, -: 
And on 3 beam her morter-work doth follow. 

The farmers ploughes his fallow grounds manure : 

T his ſhould have been the yeares beginning ſure, 

I largely ask't, he made no large replies, 

Bur in two verſes doth his ſpeech comprize. 

Sols firſt and Jaſt day doth in winter fall, 

The yeare the ſame beginning hath with So/. 

Then marvelPd I why with ſome ſuits of laws 

T his day 1s kept: Sayes Zanrs,Learn the cauſe. 

Upon the firſt day ſome affairs we raiſe, 

Leſt from tht Omer all the yeare ſhould laze. 

Each in his art for that ſome buſineſle does, 

And by thoſe aQts his yearly ſtudies ſhews. 

But why ( ſaid T) do we bring myrrh and wine 

To thee before the other powers divine ? 

T hat you ( (ayes he) by me who keep the doore, 

May have acceſle to any other power. 

And why ( {aid T)on this firſt day ſuch greetings, 

And hearty withes do we nle at meetings ? 

Replies he, leaning on his ſtaff in's hand, 

In their beginnings do all mens Rand. 

Your jealous eares you turn to each firſt word : 

The watchfull Augur marks the firſt-ſpy'd bird. 

Gods eares and temples all ſtand ope : no tongue 

Makes idle pray'rs, but every word 1s ſtrong. 

Thus anſwer*d he. I was not ſilent. much, 

For his laſt word 1 with my firſt did touch. 

What means dry figs and palm-fruit I wot not, 

And honey offer'd in a fine-white pot, 
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That's for good luck, that things may ſayour ſo, 
And that our yeare a pleaſant race may go, 
This have I learn'd ; but ſhew the realon now 
Of new-yeares gifts, that I may all parts know, 
He ſmil'd : O how doth thy age thee deceive ! 
Honey more ſweet than money to believe ! 
I ſcarce ſaw any in old Saturns reign 
That was not taken with the ſweets of gain, 
In tra& of time the Having love did grow : 
*T is now at height, and can no further go. 
Wealth now is farre more et by then of yore, 
Rome being a novice, and her people poore. 
When Mars-got Romulus in mean ſtalls liv'd, 
And little beds of river-reeds were weay'd, 
In narrow court ove ſcarce upright could ſtand, 
And held an earthen thunderbolr in*s hand. 
Then leaves for gold the Capitol adorn'd : 
To keep his flocks the Senatour nere ſcorn'd, 
Nor ſham'd to ſleep upon a lock of hay, 
Or on a pad of ſtraw his head to lay, 
The Prztour kept his court new come from plow: 
A plate of filver as a ſhame did ſhow, 
But when proud Fatethis places head had rear*d, 
And Romes top-gallant neare the gods appear'd, 
Then wealth encreas'd, and wealths unglut defire, 
Men much poſſeſling fill much more require, 
To ſpend what's gotten, and to get what's ſpent, 
The very courſe is vices nouriſhment, 
So they whoſe bodies ſwelling droplies have, 
The more they drink the more they liquour crave. 
| Coin has the count, wealth gers the honour itil] : 
Wealth gets the friends, the poore ſhifts where he will, 
But if thou ask why new-yeares gifts are ſcnt, 
And why old moneyes us fo well content : 
Yerſt brafle was given 3 now better *tis in gold : 
'The newer coin Path taken place of old, 
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Gold-temples pleaſe us, though the old w'approve: 
The miajeltic a god doth molt behoye. 
We praiſe old times, but yet make ufe of new; 
To both their cuſtomes like obſervance que, 
He made an end : When conging courteouſly 
Key-keeping anus thus accoſted I; 

Much have I learn'd: but why one fide the brafſe 
Is ſtampt a ſhip, and then a double face? 

Seeſt thov, quoth he, that double piure in'r? 
It is my face, but time hath blurr'd the print, 
T he Ships cauſe learn. A ſhip old Saturn brought 
On Tuſcan ſtream, the whole world roam'd about. 
T well remember fince He pitcht upon 
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Thele coaſts; when Fove the throne of heaven had won, 


The name Saturnia thence this land did bear, 
And Latium too; becaule he ſheltred here, 

But after Ages, as a mindfull figne 

Of his arrivall, ſtampt a ſhip in coyn. 

I then manur'd that ground-on whoſe left fide 
Sand-guilded Tiber's courteous ſtream doth glide. 
Where-Rome now {tands there grew a loftie wood; 
This mightie maſſe was then but paſture-food. 
Mine alcat ſtood-upon yon hill, which from 

My name this age doth call Zaniculum. 

T hen reigned I, when gods did dwell on ground, 
And pow rs divine in humane ſeats were found. 


Mans crimes-from earth yet had not Juſtice driven: 


She laſt of gods withdrew her felf to heaven. 
Without conſtraint ſhame rul'd the hcarts of men, 


Not fear; ſmall pains to judge the Commons then. 


I knew no warres, but kept my Peace and Doore, 
Theſe arms, quoth he, his key advanc'd, 1 wore. 
His lips he cloſing, mine then open'd I, 
My queſtion {till provoking his reply: 

Since thou haſt many temples, why doſt ſtand 
In this alone, with mackers twain at hand, 
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He, coaxing then his grave and buſhy beard 
Yown to his waſt, the Tatian warres declar'd. 
How that light =_ entic'd with Sabine chains 
Led mto towre king Tatizs and his trains, | 


' From thence, as now, where you, quoth he, deſcend 


A hill through markets to the vales doth bend. 
Now ſtole they to the gate, whoſe faſtned lock 
Malignant Zune off the bolts did knock. 

Lloth to thwarr it with ſo high a power, 

Did flily help them with a feat of ours 


; Andop'd the —_ ( which my artcan do) 


And ſuddenly let flouds of water go. 
Firſt in the veins I ſulphur threw abour, 
That ſcalding ſtreams might force the Tatians out. 
By which, the Sabmes almolt ſcallt and ſlain, 
The place its former nature did regain. 
For this good turn they me a Chapell raiſe, 
Where cakes and barley on my altars blaze. 

But why in warres unbolted are thy gates, 
And lockt in peace? The reaſon he relates: 

In time of warrc ſet my doores wide ope, 
To make retreat for every marcht forth troop. 
In peace T 'm barr'd, leſt forth ſtern warre ſhould fee : 
And long in (eſars empire barr'd Tle be, 
This ſaid, he lifts his all-way-leoking eyes, 
And views what ever in the broad world lies. 
"Twas peace, O Ceſar, and ſubdaed Rhene, 
To raiſe thy triumphs, paid his rribute then. 
Peace and peace-makers, Zanus, death-lefle make : 
Let not the authour e're that work forſake. 
Now letme'tell what regiſters do fay; 
Our fathers gave two temples on this day. 
The ifle where Ther in two parts doth runne, 
Did welcome Mſcnlapins Phehys ſonne, 
Jove hatha part: one place them both canteins: 
The grandchild's temple to the grandfire's joyns. 

' What 
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What lets to fing the ſtarres aſcent and ſet? 

T his is a piece on: which our Muſe mult treat. 
Bleſt ul who firſt did this rare ſcience loves 
And ſtriv'd to climb thoſe cryſtall courts above ! 
From worldly vices and all baſer toyes 

T hey (doubtleſſe) their diviner thoughts did raiſe. 
Nor wine, nor love, nor warres, nor court-affairs 
Did break thoſe lofty-towring minds of theirs : 
Nor varniſh't glory, nor ambition light, 

Nor thirſt of riches did diſtra& their ſpright, 
They drew the ſtarres familiar to our eyes, 

And to their knowledge did ſubmit the skies. 

So heaven Is ſcal'd, not as O/ympus yerſt 

Did 0fa bear, the clouds with Pelzop pierc'd. 
We by thoſe guides will meet thoſe heavenly lines, 
And point each day to his aſſociate fignes. 

The third night come befote the Nones enſue, 
When earth 1s dabbled with the morning dew, 

To ſeek eight-footed Cancers arms were vain, . 
He headlong falls intothe weſtern main. 


Much rain doth threat from hovering clouds to flow : 


The Nones, the Harp ariſing, ſignes will ſhow. 

Let foure dayes from the Nones be paſt, then ſhall 

Old Zanzs have his ſervice -Agonall. 

The girt-up prieſt, who at the altar ſlayes 

The beaſt to him, may be the titles caulc : 

Who being about to drench his knife in bloud, 

Ae one cryes, nor ſtrikes till he's allow'd. 

This feaſt Agnalia they did term ( ſome ſay) 

In ancient times, one letter ta'n away. 

Some think, becaule the beaſts are driven, they call 

This day from cattle-driving, Agonal. 

Or elſe, becauſe knives laid in water (care 

The wary beaſt, *tis call'd ſo from that fear. 

Some hold that from thoſe games the Greeks did make 

Informer times this day the name did take, 
| Which 
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' Which games old language did .Agona call : 
And in my mind this ground is beſt of all. 
| - How-ere "tis doubtfull, But the great King-prieſt 
With ſacred ram to 7anus now mult feaſt, 
By hands vitorious vidtima doth fall : 
From flaughtred hoſt the beaſt we hoſt:a call. 
In times of eld men pleas'd the pow'rs of heaven 
With crummes of ſalt, and meal of barley given. 
No forrain veſſel through the ſwelling ſeas 
Brought in ſweet myrrh wept from the rinds of trees. 
Euphrates incenſe, Ind no coſt did ſend : 
None did the ſtrings of tawny ſaffron tend. 
From Sabine weeds the altars fumes did riſe, 
And bay-boughs burning with a crackling noile. 
If any in his flow*r-prank'r chaplets than 
Could vyiolets-put, he was a wealthy man. 
The knife that now the oxes fleſh doth licey 
Then had no office in a ſacrifice. 
Firſt Ceres in the greedy [wines bloud joy'd, 
Him well requiting who her wealth deſtroy'd. 
For in the ſpring her tender juicy corn 
She found up=rooted by the [wine and torn, 
He puniſh't was . Sir goat, you might have learn'd 
To keep from vines by his example warn'd : 
Whom one beholding on the vine-tree feeding, 

From no till grief proceeding ; 
Well goat gnaw on,yet when at th' altar thou 
Doſt ftand for death the wine ſhall waſh thy brow. 
Truth proves his ſpeech: to thee that foe of thine 
Sir Bacchus, given, his horns are daſh't with wine. 
T he (wines fault wrong'd him & the goats : yee flocks 
What did ye merit? or the uſefull ox ? 
The ſhepherd Ar:iſteus mourn'd and pin'd 
His bees all dead and combs decay'dto find. 
Whom his blue mother comforted in grief, 
And in theend did give him this relict ; 
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Sorine, ſtay theſe forraws: Proteus thee will ſhew 
Thy lofle to cure, and thy dead ſtock renew: 
But bind him ſure in fetters ſtrong , leſt he 

With his transformed ſhapes ſhould coolen thee, 
The young man to the Ocean Sage makes haſt, 
And faſt aſleep his arms he ſhackles faſt. 

His ſhape he changes, and transforms by charm; 


* Straight tam'd with ſhackles comes to his own form, 


And raiſing his drencht face with his blue beard, 
Do'ſt ſeek, quoth he, to have thy ſtock repair d? 
An oxes carcale bury in the field, 
And thy deſire that buried ox ſhall yield. 
This did the youth: The putrid corps doth glow 
With ſwarms; from one lik do a thouſand flow. 
The ſaucie ſheep cropt vervine in the ſpring, 
Which good old wives to countrey-gods did bring, 
What beaſt's ſecure, when profitable flocks 
Are {lain at altars, and the toilſome ox ? 
Beam-girt Hyperion Perſians pleaſe with horſe: | 
Nodull beaſt ſuits a god fo ſwift in courſe. 
T he hart that did to triple Dian fall 
Once for a maid, now dies for none at all. 
Sabeans and chill «Ems have I (een 
Dogs entrails offer to the Trivian queen, 
The afſe unto the Garden-god is kill'd: 
The cauſe obſcene, yet ſuch this god doth yield. 
To ivi'd Bacchus Greece a feaſt did make, 
Which each third yeare a conſtant courſe doth take, 
The gods that kept about Lyceus ſide 
And all the neighbours to the banquet ply'd; 
The Fauns and Satyrs with obſcenenefle fir'd, 
The Nymphs that haunt freſh ſprings and ſhades retir'd: 
Siltezus ſage on bow-backt affe was there, 
And he whoſe red flank frightfull birds doth ſcare. 
Who choofing in a grove a fitting place 
For ſuch a feaſt, ſate down on turts of grafle, 
| Th' had 
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Thhad wines from Bacches: eachdid bring his crown: 
Tocool their cups a brook hard by ran down, 
The Fairies ſome in looſe and careleſle hair, 
Some in their artificiall tires, were there. 

Some with their coats tuckt up unto the knee, 
Some naked-breaſted in the ſervice be. 

Some with bare ſhoulders, ſome in garments fide 
Did ſweep the graſle: their feet no ſandals ty'd. 
Hence ſecretly at ſome the Satyres glow; 

And thou who with a pine-wreath bind'ſ thy brow. 
And thee, S;lenus, quenchleſle luſts ſill hold: 
'Tisle that makes thee never old. 

But Priap's love, the dun-thigh'd garden»guard, 
'Mongft all the reſt was bent to Lotis-ward: 

For her he longs, for her he ſighs and pines, 

To her he winks, and ſues with nods and fignes. 
Pride fills the fair, and beauty breeds diſtain: 

She laughs at him, and flights his ſuits but yain. 
Nig came, and ſleep by wine provoked: they 
Each in his place to reſt, being þ wma lay. 
Beneath a maple Lotjs on the grafle, 

Quite tir'd with ſport, on th' outſide tumbled was: 
Her ſweet-heart r:{ing holds his breath, and goes 
Moſt ſlily, creeping on his hands and toes. 

Her private lodging ſoon as he came nigh, 

He holds his wind from breathing out too high, 
His bulk he layes down eas'ly on the ground 
Cloſe to her ſide, yet the aſleep was ſound. 

Full blith, her coats above her knees he drew, 
And Inckily bis buſinefſe gan purſue. 

When lo! juſt then from his unplcafing throat 
Silenus afſe brayes out an ugly note. 

Up ſtarts the nymph affrighted much, and ſhoves 
Sir Priap off, and flying wakes the groves. 

The god too forward with his tool obſcene, 

Was ſoundly jecr'd at, by the moon-light ſeen, 
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This coſt the braying afle his life, who is 

To Lampſacs God a pleaſing ſacrifice. 

Woods haunting birds, the countreys ſolace, yee 

( A harmlcfle brood) were yet untouch'd and free, 
That build near neſts, and eggs with tender wing 
Hatch up, and in melodious accents (ing, 

T his noughr avails : the Gods your tongues do find 
Too faulty in diſcovering their mind. 

And true it is 3 with wing and tattling bill 

You near to heaven diſcloſe their ſecret will. 

The kind of birds, long free, at length yet dy'd 
And Gods their traitoursentrails gratifi'd. 

Thence on the burning hearths the milk-wing'd dove 
Is facrific*d, ſnatch't from her tender love. 

Nor can the guarded Capitol releaſe 

T he gooles liver from choiſe Tzachs meſſe, 

T he coek by night to Nights black Queen they ſlays 
Becauſe his watchfull vill doth wake the day. 

Mean while the Dolphines glittering ſnout doth riſe 
From native ſeas, and ſcales the azure skies. 

Next day doth winter equally divide : 

What paſt made even to what remains beſide. 

Next dayes Aurora riling views in fight 

TI Atcadian Ladies pontificiall rite. 

This day Z4tur24 to a chapell tock, 

Where Mas his field is girt with maiden broox. 
From whence ſha}l I their cauſe and cuſtomes take ? 
My doubtfull barge who guides amid this lake ? 
Tell thou, who from thy verſes tak'ſt thy name, 

My task affiſt, leſt I ſhould'wrong thy how 

Before the Moon Arcadia did derive 

Her name from A7cas {may we her believe.) 

Here liv'd Evander honourable in 

Both - 9s, ts but moſt in mothers kin. 
$ he, when her breſt with heavenly fire was fill'd,: 
Frem full-yoic'd mouth true propheſies did yield: 
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That troubles did herſelf and ſonne purſue, 


With much more news, which time approved true. 
For he with his too-skilfull mother, bo 

Froth Arcadie,forfook his native feat : 

And oa pg. 4A his mother) Do not mourn, 
My ſonne 3 theſe fates mnit manfully be born. 
'Twas thus enroll'd in Fate: from thine abode 

No crime hath driven thee, but an angry G6d, 
Thou ſuffereſt not thy merits, but heavens wrath : 
Clean innocence in wo much comfort hath. 


' Asis the conſcience, fo the mind doth breed 


Or hope or fear for every ated deed. 

Th'art not the firſt that hath ſuch evils born: 
Theſe tempeſts have the greateſt worthies torn. 
This Cadmus banith't from the Tyriaz bay 
Endur'd, then ſettled in Aona, 

This was both Tyders and Zaſons ſtate, 

And divers more, too many to relate. 

As ſeas to fiſh, to birds as ayre and wind, 

All lands are native to a noble mind, 

Nor ſhall this winter laſt perpetually : 

Believe me, ſonne, there is a {pring tor thee. 
Evander raiſed by his mothers ſpeech, 

Plowes up the waves, and 1taly doth reach. 
Then by her guidance to our river came 

Of Tiber, and fo ſailed up the ſtream. 
Therivers margent on Tarentams fide, 

And ſcattred ftalls on deſert plains ſhe ey'd. 
With hairs about her ſhoulders pour d ſhe ſtands 
O'th'poop,and ſcowling ayes the pilots hands. 
Her arms extended to pi right ſide banks, | 
With frantick feet thrice ſtampt ſhe on the planks. 
Scarce could Evazder ſcarce with might and main 
Her leaping haſt ly on the bank reſtrain. 

Hail Gods ( cryes ſhe) of this defired place ; 
Hail land, the mother of a heavenly race; 
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Ye ſprings & rivers of this land hoſpitious ,. 
Ye Fairies feat, and water-nymphs delicious, 
With good luck of my ſonne and me be leen : 
With happie foot may we all touch this green, 

I erre, or elſe theſe hills huge walls ſhall ſee, 
And to this land all lands ſhall ſubje& be. 

The world's engag'd to yonder mountains ſtate: 


Who'uld think this place ſhould comprehend ſuch fate? 


Troy's ſhips now ſhortly here arriving are : 

Here ſh1]l a woman cauſe a {ſecond warre. 

Near Pallas, why do fatall arms array thee? 

Well, put them 003 no common hand ſhall ſlay thee. 

Yet conquer'd Tyoy ſhall conquer: fall'n ſhall riſc : 

Her ruines ſhall ſubdue her enemies. 

Ye conquering flames the Dardane towres devour: 

T heir duſt, now ſmall, ſhall here the world o'repower, 

eMneas now his gods and father brings : 

O Yefta, entertein thoſe holy things! 

Time comes when one ſhall Earth with you defend; 

That god himſelf ſhall ſacrifices ſpend. 

The (eſars then their ccuntrey ſhall maintein : 

That noble houſe muſt guide the kingdomes reigne. 

T hat god-born prince (although himſelf denie) 

His fathers weight ſhall manage pioully. 

As ſure as altars me per ally 

Shall worſhip, 7ulia Fall 2 goddefſe be. 

As with theſe words ſhe came to theſe our tames, 

Her tongue prophetick ftay'd amid theſe rhy mes, 

A holed on 1taly thele exuls went : 

Right bleſts to whom that land was banifhment! 

Streight riſe new walls. Nor could that clime afford 

A greater Heroe then th'4rcadian lord. 

Lo, great Tyrmuthins, as he now did rove 

The world, his Spaniſh oxen thither drove: 

And being here entertein'd by king Evander, 

H js beaſts unkept aboutthe plains do wander, 4 
he 
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The club-arm'd Heros, when the morn appear'd, 
Aroſe, and miſs'd two oxen in his herd. 

He ſearch'd, but finds no tract of beaſts hor men ; 

Fell Cacus dragg'd them backward to his den : 

{acus, the fear of Aventine, and wo z 

A plague to ſtrangers and to natives too : 

Stern-look'd, ſtrong-limb'd, a moſt prodigious maſſe : 
Black Y ulcane fire of this vaſt monſter was. 


| Tnſtead of houſe a deſert cave,huge, vaſt 
| And farre retir'd, by which no beaſt yet pals'd. 


|| Mens sculls and limbs were hang 'd about his doore : 
| Theclottered ground was ſtrew'd with bones all o're; 


Tove's ſonne departing with his ill-kept croud, 

The oxen ſtol'n unto their fellows low'd. 

Oh, I'm recall'd, quoth he : and following then 

The ſound, through woods he ruſtles to his den. 

A piece of rock barr'd up his wide-mouth'd gate : 

Ten yoke of oxen ſcarce could move the weight. 

He ſhoves with ſhoulders which the heavens could bear; 
And with the motion up the load doth tear. 

Which tumbling down, the noiſe doth heaven affright : 
The pow'rfull maſle the yielding ground doth ſmite. 
Firſt Cacxs gives the onſet with heay'd hands, 

And fiercely deals with ſtones and burning brands : 
Which being but vain, his fathers art to ute 


' He trains, and fires from thundring throat he ſpues : 
' You would have thought 't had bin Typheys blath 


And clattering volleys out of Ztnacalt. 
Alcides drives on, and with knotrty bat 


- Three orfoure times doth daſh him o're the pate. 
| Hefalls, and forth fire-mingled bloud doth poure, 


And, dying, with his huge bulk beats the floor. 


| Oneof theſe heads to 7ove he offers then, 


And calls Evander with the Countrey-men 3 
And builds his Altar which is call'd the Great ; 


' Here where the ſtreet derives the name from Neat, 
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Nor was Carmentis mute, but ſaid, E're long 

The gods Alcides ſhould be rank'd among. 

But this heaven-loved Propherefle more bleſs 'd 

T his day, engoddeſs'd, in this month poſle(s'd, 
In th'Ides the holy Prieſt for ſacrifice 

In Foves great court a wethers entrails fries. 

Then to our nation every province came. 

Then firſt Auguſtus was thy grandfires name, 


Search, reade the ſtatues through the minſters old ; 


So great a title hath no prince extoll'd. 
One Africks conqueſt titles : theſe are nam'd 
To ſhew the Cretians, or Iſaurians tam'd : 
Numidians this, and him Meſſanians raiſe : 
From curb'd Numantia hath another praiſe, 
Germania was both Druſus death and name 2 
Ah me ! how ſhort a vertue was that ſame ! 
Should Ceſars conqueſts give him appellations, 
He'd have as many as the world hath nations. 
From ſome one action ſome renowned grow ; 
From bracelets tane, or from a lucky crow. 
Magnus, thy name's the meaſure of thy deeds : 
Yer he that conquer'd name and thee exceeds. 
Above the Fabjz s name there's no degree 
For their great as Great fames that familie. 
Yet all theſe humane celebrations are : 
With Zove himſelf Auguſtus name doth ſhare. 
Old times Auguſta call'd all things of ſtate, 
And temples which the Prieſt did conſecrate. 
From this words theme is Awuguries deſcent, 
And whatſoc re Zoves bounty doth augment. 
May he augment our Princes yeares and ſtates, 
May oaken garlands ſtill prote& our gates, 
Still may this large names heir the cities weight, 
By heavens ayd, manage in his fathers fate. 
The third day after that the Ides are gone, 
1h" Arcathan goddefle hath more ſacreds done. 
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Tn carrs at firſt our wives did ride about : 

(Th! are call'd ſo from Carmentis out of doubt.) 
This privilege tane from them,all agreed 

No children for ſuch thanklefle men to breed. 
And, to prevent ,her embryon every mother 
Forc'd from her womb by ſomecloſe means or other. 
They chid their wives for this their a& abhorr'd ; 
But yet their cuſtome was again reſtor'd, 

Then to Carmentzs they conſent to raiſe 

Two ſacrifices, both for girls and boyes. 

No beaſt ſelf-dead her chappel will endure * 
Becauſe, unclean, it ſtains - alrars pure, 
Who-e're thou art that loy'ſt old rites, the prayer 
Aſſiſt 3 unhear'd-of names you now ſhall heare : 
Poſtverta ſince, & Porrima wappeale 3 

Carmentss liſters or her mates were theſe : 

The firſt, becauſe ſhe ſpeaks of future things 3 
Thelaſt, becauſe of matters paſt ſhe ſings. 


Next day White Concord in a white church placed, 


Where tall Moneta on high ſteps is raiſed, 
Now be proteQtreſle of the Latine train, 
Now ſacred hands have rear'd thee up again. 
The Tuſtane conquerour Furius of eld * 
Did yow thee, and his ſolemn vow fulfll'd. 
The cauſe z The commons 'gainſt the nobles were 
In arms,and Rome did her own greatnefſle fear. 
This laſt is beſt : Brave Prince thy thundring knocks 
Made Germany cut ſhort her dangling locks. 
Then gay'f thou gifts of that triumphed nation 
And rais'd'ſt a church for Concords adoration. 
This did thy mother, Foves bed-worthy bride, 
Endow with altars and rich gifts beſide. 

Theſe things thus paſt, So/ leaving Capricorn, 
His race-horſe to the Water-boy doth turn. 

The ſeventh day hence, when Sol his fierie wheels * 
Cools.in the ſeazthe Harp a part conceals, 
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Next morn to this the bright ſtarre that doth ſhine 
In Leo's breaſt,is quench'd in Neptune's brine. 
Three or foure times I ſearch'd the Calendar, | 
But could not find a Seed-day any where, | 
My Mule perceiving, ſaid, Seck thou alway | 
For Holy-dayes: that's but a Bidden day. | 
The day's uncertain, certain is the time, 

When ſced-big fields do ſprout forth in their Ow 
Crown'd oxen now at full-ſtuft mangers feed : 

The thriving ſpring more work for you will breed. 
His well-wrought plow the farmer on a poſt 

Hangs up : the ground fears every wound in froſt, 
| Farmers, let plowmen and manured ſoil 
(Your ſeed-time finiſh'd) reſt and ſport a while. 
Now plowmen feaſt, and now ſurround your corn ; 
And yearly gifts on Countrey-altars burn. ' | 
Ceres and Terra mothers of your ſeed hb 
Pleaſe witF big ſow and fruits themſelyes do breed. | 
Theſe two one common benefit maintein z | - 
This yields the place, and ſhe the cauſe of grain. 

Theſe two co-workers ancient times renew'd 5 © 
That nobler food condemned akorns rude. 

Fill up the Farmers gapings with rich crops : 

Yield ſome requitall to their pains and hopes. 

With conſtant growths encreaſe you ſtill their corn : 
Let not chill ſnows the blade yet tender burn. 

In ſowing ſeed let ſmooth gales ope the skies : 

Rain down ſoft ſhowr's when underground it lies. | 
Scare grain-devouring flocks of birds away : | 
Becaule that they our Cereall wealth deſtroy. 

Ye toyling piſmires,ſpare the corn new ſown : 

In harveſt-rime more plenty will be grown. 

Thus let it thrive from ruſty blaſting free ; 

Nor by the heay'ns diſtemper fickly be. 
' Not tootoothin, nor yet too rank, whereby 


To faint through coo much prodigality. 
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| Free all the grounds from eye-annoying darnel: 
Let not an eare bring forth a chathe kernel, 
Let fields all yield in huge encreaſe rich wheat, 
And ric, and barley, twice enduring heat. 
Thos I for you, thus for yout own affairs 
Ye Farmers pray : may both Pow'rs heare our prayers ! 
Warres long have vext us'; ſwords were more in courſe 
Then ſhares z the ox gave place to th' haughty hoſe, 
Rakes idle lay, and mattocks turn'd to riſes ; 
In fire the ſpade to make a helmet boils, 
Thanks to the Godsand to thy houſe, that long 
Warres under foot have lain in fetters ſtrong. 
Lerth' ox bein his yoke, in ſoil the ſeed : 
Peace, Ceres mother, Ceres ſtill doth feed, 
The fifth before the Calends firſt begins, 
Were temples rais'd to thoſe Ledean twins. 
| Twobrother-Gods to brother-Gods did make 
| Theſefabricks ſeated neare 7uturna lake. 
- ToPeaceher altar hath our verſe us brought, 
Whichis one day before the month goes our. 
Sweet Peace,approch with Aian garlands crown'd, 
And through - world continue thou renown'd. , 
Adieu all foes,though here no triumphs be ; 
Peace more then Warre doth Princes magnihe. 
Let ſouldiers carry arms, arms to confound : 
Let blaring trumpets nought but pomp reſound, 
.. Let Troy's brave race the world with terrour moye : 
Let every land that dreads not Rope, her love. 
On peacefull flames, ye Prieſts, ſweet incenſe lay, 
And cattel with wine-dabbled forelocks ſlay. 
Let pious pray'rs the yielding Gods attend, 
That this calm houſe in Peace may time tranſcend. 
But now the firſt piece of my task is done : 


And, with our book,we through this month are run. 


The end of the firſt Book, 
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OVIDS FESTIVALLS; 


OR, 


ROMANE CALENDAR. 
The ſecond Book ; 


or , 
FEBRUARIE. 


The Argument. . 


He Etymologie of this months name. 
Ts t Satety's chapell. And Arions fam. 
Great Ceſars title. Nymph Caliſto fair. 
7 he,Fabii (lain. The Crow. Lupercals bare, 
Pans {ove ; the cheat. A Wolf the Martiall twins 
Expos'd doth nurſe. Wives pregnant made with $kins. 
Quirinus deifi'd. Fools-Holy-day. 
To Parents tombs and Silence 7ites they pay. 
Chariſtia, Terminus. Young Tarquines ut 
Lucrece from bife, him{elf from's throne doth thruft. 


PB Ans is done : Our yeare with rhythmes | 
Oy doth run ; | 
Vas And with the Month another book's be- 
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What though our arm no javelins flight doth force, 
Nor check the chidings of a foming horſe, 

Nor girt with (word, nor with a helmet fens'd ? 
(None but may vaunt in thoſe habiliments) 

We ſtudiouſly, brave Ceſar, ſearch thy names, 

And trace the Titles thy deſert proclaims : 

Accept this ſervice with a calmed brow ; 

If freed a while from curbing of the foe. 


Old Romanes did Purgations Fibrua call : 
And now good fignes they guard this word withall. 
The Nobles from th' High Prieſt, and Flame by 
Took locks of wooll, call d Februa anciently, 
Thus were thoſe purgings ſyl'd, that hot-ſalt cake, 
Which at ſome houſes Liftours us'd to take. 
The bough was termed thus which was cut down 
From Laurel-tree the Pricſts chaſt brows to crowns 
T've ſeen a Pine-branch to Flaminia's hand 
Deliver'd, when ſhe: Februa did demand. 
What-ever, laſtly, us doth purific 
Was ſty1'd thus by unſhorn Antiquity. 
Hence comes this month, becauſe Lupercz run 
With goat skin-thongs in that purgation : 
Or elle becauſe the balefull dayes now rid, 
The ſeaſon's purc, and grave-ghoſts quieted. 
By due purgation men in times of eld 
All crimes and evils expiable held. 
Greece thought (which firſt this cuſtome did begin) 
By ſprinkling men were quitted from their finne, 
Once Peleus Jid Patroclus purge in water, 
And him Acafus purg'd from Phocys ſlaughter. 
Fond eFgems vainly Phaſgs purifi'd, | 
Who on curb'd dragons in the aire didride, 
Alcmeon did to .Achelous ſay, 
Purge me ſrom ſinne 3 he purg'd his ſinne away. 
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Ah, too too filly, who imagine water 
Can waſh away thar heavy crime of {laughter ! 
But, that you may the ancient order know, 
Know anus, as before, the firſt is now. 
The next to Zanys was the old yeares laſt : 
And Terminus-did end the rites all paſt. 
Fanus the firſt month is,as 't were the Gate : 
The next was laſt;to Ghoſts being conſecrate. 
Long after,our Decemwviri ('t is thought) 
Theſe months farre-diſtanc'd both together brought. | 
Inthis months entrance,near the Phryg;an Dame, | 
New Temples once enlarg'd S* Safety's | ah 
Where are thoſe buildings in theſe Calends rais'd, 
If you enquire : Time th:m hath quite defac'd. 
Our facred Princes Carc and Providence 
Our other from the like decay prevents 
And lets no wrang to them be done by time : 
Obliging Gods, as well as men, to him. 
Great T emple-founder and repairer too, 
Still may the Gods have mutuall care of you ! 
May Gods thoſe yeares which you give them give thee, 
And for thy houſe ſtand to eternitie. 
Then is the Grove ſolemniz'd,and th' Ale, 
Where forrein Tybrs to the ſea doth toil. 
At Numa's ſhrine and in the Capitol 
Of thundring Zove a two-yeare-ſheep doth fall. 
Ofttimes great guſts the mantled heavens do ſhed ; 
Or feath'ry ſnow the: earth doth overſpread. 
When next days Titan dives the weſtern ſtream, 
And pearly harneſle takes from purple team ; 
That night one lifting to the heavens his eyne, 
Sayes, Where's the Harp which yeſternight did ſhine ? 
And ſeeking for the Harp, ſpies ſuddenly 
The Lions middle drench'd in weſtern ſea. 
The ſtarre-emboſſed Dolphine, which to night 
Is ſeen, the next night after ſhuns oux Fight, 


For 
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For being Neptunes faithfull ſpie fix'd there ; 
Or *cauſe he did the Lesbian Harper bear. 
What ſea or land but rings Arjons fame, 
Whoſe ſweeteſt ſtrains the ſwifteſt ſtreams could tame ? 
The wolf oft courling filly lambs to kill, | 
The lamb oft running from the wolf, ſtood ill : 
Ofc dogs and hares beneath one covert lay ; 

And harts by lions on a bank did ſtay: 

Ar fight of th' owl the jackdaw made noprate ; 
And by the dove the puttock quiet (ate. 

'T is faid that Cynthia did as much admire 
Arions muſick as her Brothers lyre. 

Arions fame had fill 'd the S;czl ſea; 

His lyrick ſongs did charm Auſonia- 

He, with his riches purchas'd by his art, 

Took ſhip into his countrey to depart, 
Perhaps, poore man, thou. lread'fl the waves and wind! 
But thou the ſea more ſafe then ſhip didfſt find. 

For lo, the Pilot, now a Pirate, ſtands, 

And all his crue with naked ſwords in hands. 

Pilot, what mak'ſt thou with a ſword?throw't from thee, 
And guide thy ſhip : thoſe tools do more become thee. 
He pale with fear 3 For {ife 1 do not pray : 

But on my hap let me rehearſe one lay. 

They in deriſion yielded. He puts on 

His laurcll-crown which might become the Sunne : 
Then dons his gown in Tyriaz purple « + 
The fingred ſtrings in meaſures due reply'd. 

He ſings in mournfull numbers, like a Swan 

Whoſe hardned quills have pierc'd his ag'd brain- pan: 
Then into water thus attir'd doth skip : 

The battred billows all bedaſhthe ſhip. 

Whom on his arched back(moſt ſtrange to ſay!) 
The Dolphine takes, and bears him on his way. 
He fits, and for his portage-wages ſings : 

The melting waves are raviſh'd at his itrings, 
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ove and the Gods this piety beheld, 

And with nine ſtars in heaven the Dolphine ſeal'd. 
Now, grand Meonier, I a thouſand veines 
Could with, with thine Achz/es- blazing ſtrains. 

Whiles holy times we fing on varying quill, 

Still more renown our Calendar oth fill. 

My breaſt falls ſhort: beyond my ſtrength I trive: 
We ſpeciall numbers to this day muſt giye. 

Ah fool, to elegize a weight ſo great ! 

This ſhould have walk'd upon Heroick feet. 

Hail, Pater Patrie . thee this title graye 

Both Court, and Commons, and our Order gave. 


Yer *t was too late : Thy deeds ere that claim'd more : 


Thou wert the worlds great Father long befor 
Zove's name in heaven is thine on earth : ſmall ods; 
Thou Father of mankind, he of the Gods. 

Yield, Romulus : Our Prince thy walls doth keep 
Javiced ; Remus over thine could leap, 

You curb'd ſmall Cares, Tatixs, and Cenine : 

His Romaxe reigne out-ſtarts Sols fartheſt line, 

You but in ſmall epitome did reigne : 

All under ove doth Ceſars pow r contein. 


He honours C oy, defil'd by thee : ry 


Your grove did hatch, he ſtabs Iniquitie : 
He folters Laws ; you nurtur'd Violence : 
You ſtyl'd but Lord ; he, #niverſall Prince : 
You tax'd by Remus 3 he is his focs Saver : 
Thy father thee ; he deifes his father. 
"The Trojane Lad now to the waſt appears, 
And ſokes the earth with ſtore of Near tears. 
Now all whom Boreas rigid blaſts made quake, 
Cheer up ; for Zephyr milder aire doth make, 
When Lucifer his ſparkling creſt doth raiſe 
In this fifth morn, the Spring begins ſtraightwayes. 
Bur yet take heed ; there ſtill remains ſome cold : 
For waning Winter ſtill harſh fignes doth hold, 7 
is 
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The third night after we may ſee in skies 
The northern Bearherd with his feet to riſe, 
(alifts was the prettyelt Laſſe among 
The Nymphs of quiver-girt Djaza's throng. 
Her Lady's bow ſhe takes : This bow, quoth ſhe, , 

I bold bere witneſſe my virginitie. 

This Cynthia prais'd : Thy vow, quoth ſhe, maintcin, 


' And thou ſhalt be the Lady of my train. 


Sh' had kept her promiſe had ſhe nor been fair : 
All men ſhe ſcorns 3 but ove doth her impair. 
From hunting thouſand games in forreſts vaſt 
Diana comes about noontide or paſt. 

Now in her grove with holms all overgrown, 


| Amid the whicha clear-cool ſpring ran down, 


Come T egean Maid, and in the cool, ſhe ſai!, 

Let's waſh. She bluſh'd at that falſe title, Maid, 

The Nymphs, all bidden, laid their coats away. 

She grew ſuſpitious by her ſham'd delay. 

Her clothes pull'd off, the ſwellings of her womb 
An open traitour to her ſhame become, 

Avaunt, falſe Strumpet, from our virgin-train, 

The Goddefle cri'd, nor theſe pure waters ſlain. 

Ten times the Moon her horns to orbs had brought ; 
She's now a mother who a maid was thought. 
Wrong'd Juno ſtorming chang'd the Ke, ſhape: 
(O ſpare ! She ſtrove : it was thy Husbands rape) 
And as the maid an ugly bear did turn, 

Let Jove, ſaith ſhe, in thoſe embraces burn. 

The ſhapelefle beaſt in forreſts wild doth rove, 
Which did erewhile enamour mighty 7ove. 

The Baſtard-boy his fifteenth yeare did run, 

When lo ! by chance his mother met her ſonne. 


She, as the him had known, fRtood ſill (poor wretch!) - 


And groned : groning was her onely ſpeech, 
Her deadly wound the ignorant lad had given, 
# But thar they both were taken up to heaven 3 
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Joynt conſtellations : One we Aros read ; 
The next Bodtes doth behind ſucceed. 

To hoary Tethys Juno vext more went 

To baniſh AriFos from her watry tent. 

Wild Faunus Altars in the Ides do glow, 
Where parted ſtreams about the iſ]and flow. 
Thjs is the day wherein the Fabjj's train, 

Three hundred fix, were by the YVejans ſlain, 
One Houſlc a city's weight and burden bear ; 
And kindred-armies arms profeſſed wear. 

All ont of one tent march couragiouſly ; 

Of whom there's none but might a Captain be. 
Carmentis Gate's right hand to Zanus leads ; 
(Go no man that way: it an omen breeds) 

Forth by that portall march'd this noble Houſe : 
T he Gate's not faulty; yet 't is ominous. 

Soon as to rapid (remera, whoſe banks 

Were now bAm-full, they came in ſpeedy ranks, þ. 


Their tents pitch'd down, they ruſh with blades in hand 


In Martiall prowefle through the Tyrrbene band, 
Like lions of the Libyan breed, which tear 

© Theſcatter'd herd about the fields each where. 

The routed foes baſe wounds on backs»fides bide : 
The bluſhing ground in Txscane bloud is dy 'd, 
Thus oft they fall. Now when by chivalry 

They nought could do, to policie they flie. 

A plain there is inclos'd on every fide 

With hills and woods ; cloſe coverts beaſts to hide, 
Amid this field few herds and men diſplay : 
Among the woods the reſt in ambuſh lay. 

Lo, like a torrent puff*d by ſudden ſtorm, 

Or banks of ſnow difſoly'd by Zephyrs warm : 

Ore corn and hedges it doth range and rage z 

Nor can the banks its luxury afſwage : 

Even ſo the Fabii range about the field ; 

And fearing nought, whoms'ere they met they kill'd. | 
Q 
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O whither royall brood ? O truſt them not ! 
Right noble bloud, beware their treacherous plot. 
Eraud murders vyalour : th' ambuſhment unſeen 
Ruſh into open fields and hemme them in. 

What could ſo few againſt ten thouſand ſwords ? 
What help was there which miſery affords ? 

Like as a boar chas'd by a cry of hounds, 

The yelping curs with thundring tuſhes wounds ; 
Yet falls at laſt : ſo they with vengeance die; - 
And take and deal their wounds alternately. 

One day the Fabii did in arms array : 

In arms array d they all were ſlain one day. 

'T is ſaid the Gods provided that ſome ſeed 

Might ſtill be left in this Herculean breed, 


| Forone young ſtripling of the Fabian race, 
Unfit for feats of arm$,ſurviving was. 
: Which, Maximus, was thee to.propagate, 


Who by delaying didſt reſtore the State, . 
Three conſtellations near': the Snake, the Crow, 


+ And then the Cup that's couch'd between the two. 


In th' Ides they are conceal'd,but next night riſe ; 


| Well tell the cauſe of their ſocieties. 


It chanc'd that Phebys gave to 7ove one day 
A ſolemn feaſt : (My ke ſhall make no ſtay) 
Go, Bird, that nothing may be wanting, bring, 
= he, ſome water from a running ſpring. 
The golden tanker in his claws the Crow 
Takes, and through aire with waving wings doth row, 
A fig+tree full of figs yer green there ſtood : 
He pecks off one: it was not fit for food. 
His errand {lighted, he among the twigs 
Sits loyt'ring, till the ſeaſon riphd the f S: 
Then fills his crop, and, catching up a "Mi 
Comes to his Malter,and this lie doth make ; 
Lo, bere my let, the ſprings uſurper, who 
Kept me from water and my duty too, 
D you 


Ovids Feſtivalls, 


D" you adae alie to this vile trich of your ? 
Dare yo delude an all-beholding Power ? 
For this no water ſhalt thou drink, quoth he, 
whiles fies in ripening hang upon the tree. 


| 
| 
This Phebxs ſaid : Crow,Snake,and Cup, all ſhine | 
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Near-neighbouring ſtars, the deeds eternall figne. 


The third day next the Ides Lupercz bare 
Run, and horn'd Faunys rites ſfolemniz'd are : 
Relate, ye Muſes, their originall, 

And whence derived to the Komane wall. 
The old Arcadians much did Paz adore : 
Who but S* Pax in all Arcadia's ſhore ? 
Stymphalian waters, & green Pholoe, 


And ſwift-ſtream'd Ladon may my witnefle be. 


Pine-ſtately N onacrine the ſame doth know, 
And highVrezene, and Parrhaſian ſnow. 


Hards, Groves, & Springs Pans power there did keep: |, 


Par had large offrings for protefted ſheep. 
His countrey- Gods Evandey did tranſlate 
To this our city, then a city s plat. 


Thence we that God with Greciaz rites adore : 
Here's ſtill Zoves Flamen,as was there of vg 


Why run they then about (you ask) ſo faſt ? 
Why run they naked all their clothes off-caſt ? 
The God himſelf o're mountains doth delight 
Torunne, and force men to a ſudden flight. 
The God ſelf-naked naked makes his frie : 

| Clothes are a hindrance to agility. 

Before Zoves birth Arcadians till'd the land : 


They ſay that nation e're the Moon did ſtand. 


Ar firſt rude Boores devoyd of wit and art, 
'Like bruits unexercis'd in reaſons part : 


Boughs were their houſe, roots were the food they knew: 


With both their yu for drink they water drew : 


No oxen panted at the crooked plow : 


No landlord as his own a field did ow : 


__ 
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No horſe was us'd ; legs werein ſtead of fteed 2 
Sheep wooll for none but for themſelves did breed, 
With bodies naked they the aire indur'd, 
Tonipping froſts and ſturdy ſtorms inur'd. 
Therefore they naked runne,in = and honour 


Of hardinefle and that old bare-skinn'd manner. 


Yet for the chief cauſe why Pan doth deteſt 
All clothes, Tradition tells a merry jeſt. 


| Perchance Tirynthius by his Sweet-hcarts fide 


Walk'd, whereas Faunys on a bank them ſpi'd. 
He eyes and fries, and, Countrey- laſſes, cries, 

N one for my diet ; bere my Cupid lies. 

The Lydians ſhoulders with perfumed hair, 

Her breaſts with glittring gold begaudy'd were. 
A golden fanne Sols rivall heat repell'd, 

Which Hercules kind hand before her held. 

To Bacchys groves and 7'moles vineyards now 


© They came when Heſper in the Weſt did glow. 


A cave, by which there playes a chearfull brook, 
With topazes and pumice arch'd they took, 
Now, while the ſervants had prepar'd the feaſt, 
In her attire her Hercules ſhe tref 

She puts on him her purple waſt-coat ſlender, 
And girdle, which embrac'd her body tender. 
Her zone's too little 3 and her waſt-coats bands 
He ſtretches our to thruſt forth his huge hands. 
Her bracelets break, not made for that intent : 
His huge plaice-foot her pretty ſandals rent. 
His weighty club and lions ſpoils ſhe tries, 

And quiver-weapons of a leſſer ciſe. 


| Thus, ſupper ended, both themſelves apply 


To ſleep, and on two ſeverall couches lie, 
Becauſe next day ſome rites to Zoves Wine-ſonne 


They ſhould perform, which muſt be purely done. 
Pan comes (What dares not vent'rous love aflault?) 


In midnight-darkneſfe to the filent yault : 


/ 


in— __- r__ — x - > Vt 


Dm nt nn rei ron nt — _ 


Ovids Feſtivalls, 


He finds the ſervanis clogg'd with wine and ſleep, 
And hopes the ſame clogs did the Lovers keep. 
In comes the Lecher bold, romes here and there : 
His groping hands his warie uſhers were. 

Atlaſt he on the Lady's bed layes hold, 

At firſt right happy in his venture bold. 

Soon as he touch'd the lions briſtly hide, 

He plucks his hand back greatly terrifi'd. 
Then trembling comes again, again goes back : 
Juſt like a traveller that ſpies a ſnake. 

Then feels he to the ſofter-clothed bed, 

Which ſtood at hand, by couz'ning fignes misled. 
Up crawls he, and on th' hither fide lyes down : 
His member ſtiffer then his horns were grown. 
Mean while the feet he ſoftly doth uncover : 

His thighs with briſtly hairs were harſh all over. 
Attempting more, Alcides from the couch 


Throws him quite off : down lumps the luſtfull ſlouch, 


Aeonin at the noiſe for lights doth cry; 

Which brought there make a ſtrange diſcovery. 
He, with his fall much bruiſed, grones and mones 3 . 
And, much ado, heaves up his heavy bones: 
Alcides laugh'd,and all, at that night-rover 3 
And Omphale laughs at her goodly Lover. 

The God by garments cheated, hates them all, 
And none but naked to his rites doth call. 

Muſe, to theſe forrein adde our Countrey's cauſe, 
And let our ſteed in his own barriers race. 

A goat to Faunus 1lain, as was the manner,, 
Invited neighbours came to that ſmall honour, 


And while the prieſts th' embowell'd beaſt do rolt 


On willow-ſpits, about noontide almoſt, 
The Martiall twinnes and Countrey-lads begun 
Some ſports all naked in the fields and ſunne : 
And with ſwift whorlbats,caſting ſtones and darts, 
Tney exercis'd their bodjes Rtcength and parts. 
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' Behold a Shepherd on a mountain high, 
Help, Sir's : thieves drive away our beafts, doth crie. 
*'T were _ to arm: two feyerall wayes bothrun ; 
And Remus firſt the prey recoyer'd wonne. 
Return'd, he draws from ſpits the hifling meat : 
Quoth he, Let none but thoſe that conquer'd eat. 
Thus did the Fabiz too. © yirinus there 

Came now devoyd, and ſpies the boards all bare. 
He laughs ; yet griey d that Remus Fabiz | 

Should winne the game, not his Puntilji, 

The fame continues : they all naked race ; 

And he that got the day hath got the grace. 

But why and oy what cauſe, perhaps you'l ſay, 

Do we Lupercal call that place and day ? 

Nun Sylva at one birth two God-got twinnes 
m—_ forth, her uncle then the Countrey's Prince, 
He charg'd his men 7th' river them to drown, 

O ſpare ! what meat thou? Fomwlys is one. 

TH unwilling men obey rhetragick King 3 

And th* infants to the place they weeping bring. 
Then Altbr{a (from Tyberine there drown'd 

Call'd Tyber fince) had overflown the ground. 
Here where now ſtreets are and the yalleys low 
Of th' ample Circus,cock-boats then did row. 
Being hither come (nor could they further go) 

In bitter griefthus burſt forth one or two z 

Alas, bow fair ' ah me, how like theybe : 

Tet this of both the perkeſt 35 to ſve. 

If that the ſace the pedigree may ſhew, 

. Unleſſe 1 miſſe, a God is one Sow. 

Yet were a God the authour of your race, 

He ſure would belp in ſuch a deff rate caſe. 

Your mother would : but belp ber ſelf doth necd ; 

One day matte motber and unmothered. 

True twinnes in birth and death ; together drown 
Ia thus ſad ftream, He ceas'd, and laid them down, 
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Both cry'd alike, as if they knew their wo. 
Theſe to their homes with watry checks do go, 

A ruſh-boat on the top the babes upholds : 

O how much fate that little cratch enfolds ! 

The boat by littles floting to the wood, 

The floud decreaſingpitch'd upon the mud. 

A fig-tree ſtood, the ſtump remains this day, 
Then Rumina, but now call'd Romula. 

To theſe poore Barns there comes a ſhe-wolf wild : 
Moſt ſtrange a wild beaſt ſhould not hurta child ! 
Yet that was nothing 3 ſhe afliſts and nurſes 
Thoſe whom their kindred to their death enforces, 
She ſtands and fawns upon the nuddling twins, 
And with her tongue licks o're their tender skins, 
Mars-got you'l ſay: They boldly draw the teat, 
And fo are nouriſh'd with unhop'd-for meat. 

The Wolf that place, that place Lupercals nam'd: 
Shefor her nurs ry well is paid, the's fam'd. 

Some draw Lupercal from th' Arcadian hill, 
Where Pan Lyceus hath a chapell ſill. 

Good wite leave craving ; neither charms, nor vows, 
Nor herbs can make thee mother of thy houſe. 
Take patiently ſtripes from the fruitfullhand 3 
Thy father then ſhall be a father grand, 

For 't was that time whenas their iſſues rare 
Good wives with ſad tormenting pangs did bear. 
My rape of Sabine maids was all it vain, 

Cry d Romulus, (This hapned in his reigne.) 

If from my wrong not ſtrength but flrife x growng 

T bad farre better let thoſe Dames alone. 

A wood there grew to Zuno's power divine, 

An ages growth, beneath mount F/quiline. 

Both men and women, all convented hither, 

Right humbly fall down on their knees together, 
Lo, ſuddenly the tops of trees did quake, 
And in her grove ſtrange things the Goddeſle ſpake 3 
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7eLatine Dames, cries ſhe, apply a Goat. 
All ood amaz'd at that ambiguous note. 
There was a Soothſayer (time conceals his name} 
Who newly banith'd, from Hetruria came : 
He kills a goat : the women,as was will'd, 
Toth' goat-thong-laſhes their bare backs did yield, 
Ten times the Moon her waned light did gather, 
The wife's a mother, and the man a father, 
Thanks, O Lucina / thee thy grove thus ſtyl'd, 
Or *cauſe thou firſt giv'it light to every child. 
O ſpare, Lucine 3 and when wives bellies ſwell, 
Bring their ripe burden eas'ly forth and well. 
When day appears, truſt thou the winds no more : 

That ſeaſon hath-deceirfull bin before. 
The wind's not certain, and for full fix dayes 
King eFolys his caſtle-gate diſplayes. 
A_ with his ſtooping pitcher now 
Falls off, and Phebus makes the Fiſhes glow. 
He and his brother (for joynt-ſtars they ſhine) 
Bare on their backs (they ſay) two Pow rs divine. 
Dione flying terrible Typhone, 
When ove wag'd warre for heavens imperiall throne, 
Comes to Euphrates with her little ſonne, | 
And on the banks of Paleſtine ſits down. 
| Tallcanes and poplars cn the margent grew, 

' Andfallows hopes of her concealment ſhew. 


- There hid, the trees did ruſtle in the wind : 


She pale with fear ſuppos'd her foes behind : 
And, in her boſome culling her young ſonne, 
Cry'd, N ymphs, 0 aid two Deities undone - 
Thus leaps ſhe in ; theſe Fiſhes her did bear : 
For which in heaven now deifi'd they are. 
Hence Syrians hate toeat that kind of Fiſhes : 

Nor is it fit to make their Gods their diſhes. 

Next day is void, '© yirinus he doth hold 
The third, whoſe name was Romulys of old : 
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Fither becauſe the Sabines old that ſpear 

Did Puirzs call which him to heaven did rear 3 
Or his Owirites tyl'd him thus their King 3 

Or cauſe the Curets he to Rome did bring. 

For when God lars beheld new walls to and, 
And great ads done by Romulus his hand, 

Great Jove, ſayes he, the Romanes pow'rfull are 3 
And my own bloud bath in their <->" 

Let me enjoy one Sonne ; the other's dead : 

Stand be in's own and in hy brothers ftead. 

You promis'd me one of thoſe brothers you 

Would raiſe to beaven': Be Joves word ever true. 
Zove gave a grant, and with his beckon ſhak*d 
Both Poles : tall Atlas with his burden == 
There is a place call'd (aprear lake of old : 
There Romulus then chanc'd a court to hold, 
Abour'ſunne-ſet grofle clouds heavens face withdrew 
A ſhowring ſtorm doth inſtantly enſue, 

It thunder'd ; lightning cracks the heavens. All flie : 
The King on's fathers horſes mounts the skie. 
The Lords all mourn for his ſuppoſed ſlaughter 
Which thought perhaps might have remain'd long after, 
But Zulius Procul from long Alba came 3 

The Moon-light ſcorn'd the uſe of torches flame : 
Lo, ſuddenly the left-hand-hedges quake : 

He with his hairs turn'd bolt-upright Karts back, 
© wirinus larger then a wan, and Fir 

In's Conſuls robe,dothin the path appear z 

Bid my Quirites not to mourn for me : 

Their tears, quoth he, diſgrace my Deitie, 

Bring pious ſpice, aud Romulus adore © © 

And praftice proweſſe "with the Romane lore. 

This charg'd, he vanifh'd intogloomy aire. 

He calls a court, and doth his c declare. 
They build his temple, give the hill.his name, 
And on (et dayes adore him in'the ſame, 
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Now learn thou why this day they alo call 
Fools-holy-day : the reaſon's apt, though (mall. 
There were no skilfull husbandmen of old : 
Our ſturdy fathers toilſome warres did hold. 
The ſword was then in more requeſt then plony : 
Grounds unmanur'd ſmall profit did allow, 
Yet did our ancients ſow and mow ſome barley : 
Of barley Ceres had her firſt-fruits early, 
This on their hearths to mend the taſt they dri'd : 
In which much loſſe for want of skill they bide. 
For ſometimes they ſweep up dead coals for corn 
Sometimes the fire their cottages did burn. 
Hence Goddefle Fornax came ; to whom the Boore 
Doth gladly pray his corn to drefle and cure. 
Th Archcurate then bids Fornacalia 
In form of words, but makes no Holy-day. 
And in the courts with marks for all mens view 
The pendent tables ſeverall wards do ſhew, 
But ſimpler folk, who their own wards know not, 
The day's laſt part devote, the firſt forgot, 

To Parents tombs now oriſons they pay, 
And on friends urns ſome little offrings lay, 


Small things pleaſe Ghoſts ; in Styx none greedy be : 


Gods for great gifts accept true piety, 
A tileſherd cover'd with a flowry crown 
Sufficeth, with ſome ſalt and meal thrown down. 
Looſe violets, corn ſteep'd in wine a while : 
Leave theſe i*th' mid-way heap'd upon a tile; 
More I forbid not z yet thus p wes are they : 
And on built piles pray'rs and words ſuited ſay. 
Theſe rites «zecs, piety's true mold, 
Brought into juſt King Latine's land of ald. 
To fathers ghoſt he paid ſolemnities : 
Of whom our Countrey learn'd this pious guile, 
But while ſucceſſours in long warres did blaze 
They quite negleRted theſe Parentall dayes. 
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It coſt them deare : For that offenſe (ſome tell) 
Rome all on fire from piles of dead men fclI. 
Old fables bruit (but I can ſcarce believe it) 
At this did dead mens ſhapelefle ghoſts much grieved 
Creep from their tombs and monefull howlings made 
About the ſtreets and groves in nights dull ſhade, 
T henceforth to tombs were due ſolemnities 
Reſtor'd; which ceas'd thoſe ghoſtly prodigies. 
T heſe dayes, young wives, keep from your bed-defires : 
The marriage-lamp a purer time requires. 
And maids,in your fond mothers eyes ſo fair 
And wedlock-ripe, now lay you out no hair. 
Hymen,put out thy __ in theſe black dayes : 
T he mournfull tombs have other lights to blaze. 
Let all the temples of the Gods be ſhut ; 
Nor firenor iacenſe on their altars put : 
For now the flitting ſouls of ancients dead 
Walk all about and feed on victuals ſpread, 
But theſe ſad rites no further may extend 
T hen till this month eleven dayes hath to end. 
The latter day, which to the Ghcits they pay, 
From bringing gifts is call'd Feralia. 

Lo, now a grandame fits with maidens young, 
And worſhips Silence with no filent tongue. 
Firſt in a mouſehole on the groundfil ſhe 
Three ſpice-grains layes tane up with fingers three, 
Then ſtrings inchanted ty'd to lead doth hold, 
While ſeven blew beans about her mouth are roll'd, 
The head compa of mint and well bepitch'd | 
She heats by th' fire, with brazen needle ſtirch'd : 
Then drops on wine ; the remnant in the cup 
She and her mates (yct ſhe the moſt) drink up. 
Departing then, have ty'd the tongues of foe, 
She cries : then out in drunken garb the goes. 
You ask it may be what this Muta is ? 
Liſt what ] tell, an old mans tale I wis : 
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ove deeply wounded in 7uturna's love 

Endur'd much care,not fit for mighty Zove. 

She in the woods among the hafils lay, 

And ſometimes in her kindred-ſprings would play. 

The Nymphs he ſummons that in Latium dwell, 

And to the quire his counſel thus doth tell ; 

Tour ſiſter-Nymph refuſes (her own foe) 

Her greateſt good, the greateft God to know. 

Befriend us both : for that which my great pleaſure 

will be, ſhall prove your ſifter's peerleſſe treaſure. 

When me ſhe flies then ſtop her in a ring 

Upon the bank from leaping into ſpring, 

To him the Nymphs of 1/;a divine 

Agreed, with all the quire of Tyberize. 

One maid there was call'd Lara, but of yore 

The former ſyllable was doubled ore. 

A vice her nam'd : Ofttimescry'd Amen old, 

mench hold thy tongue 3 but yet ſhe could not hold. 

Tomate Zuturna 5 ſpring ſhe goes ; Avoid 

The banks, (ayes ſhe 3 and then Foves mind bewray'd : 

Then goes to 7uno, pitying wives hard caſe ; 

Your Jove, quoth ſhe, Juturna would embrace. 

Fove much inrag'd, the tongue the did imploy 

So ill takes from her : then calls Mercnyy ; 

Convey that wench to hell: hell fits the dumb : 

Let ber, if Nymph, a N ymph of Styx become. 

His will's fulfll'd ; they come into a grove : 

Her keeper now with her doth fall inlove. 

Who forces her: For words with looks ſhe prayes, 

And with dumb tongue to plead in yain affayes. 

Conceiv'd, ſhe brings two Lares forth: who guard 

Our ſtreets, and houſes ever watch and ws . 
Next day deare kinſmen do Chariſtia call. 

Now have we meetings in our houſes all. 

For 't is meet time from friends laid in their urn 

On living kin our eye forthwith to turn 3 
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And next thoſe many whom black death hath ſlain 
Tocount all ranks that of our bloud remain, 
Come loving kinſmen all, but ſpitefull brothers 
Keep off from hence withall inhumane mothers z 
Who grieve at fathers or at mothers lives 3 

The ſtep-mother that with her ſtep-child ſtrives z 
Tantalian brothers, and Mcdea vile ; 

And ſhe that ſcorch'd the farmers ſeed i'th' ſoil ; 
Terens, and Progne, and mute Philometl, 

And all that friends for gain do baſely (ell. 

Kind kindred, ſpice to Gods ally'd now give ; 

(This day meek Concord moſt of all doth thrive} 
As ſymptomes of your love _ feaſt, | 


4 


And range your diſhcs neatly fawc'd and dreſt : 
And when at night you goto ſleep, all ſtand 


| To make a vow with luitier bowls in hand, | 
| And mqunt this prayer, all drinking off the Healthy 
Heavens proſper us, and Ceſar Romes chief wealth. 

That night now paſt, the God that doth divide 


Mens land policſlions is ſolemnifi'd, 
| God Terminus, whether a Stone or Block, 
i Thou wert a God too with the ancient Rock. 
{| Twoſeverall lords on ſeyerall parts thee crown, 
[j And lay two garlands with two off rings down. 

| An altar's rais'd : the C mm—_—w come 
| With fire brought in ſome broken pan from home. 
Th old man cuts wood and piles it up on high, 
|| And ſticks in boughs about the ground thereby z 
li Then kindles up the fire with tinder ſear : 
[| His young ſonne ſtands and holds the basket there, , | 
| Then when three grains he into fire dceth fling 
| _ His little danghter honycombs doth bring. 

The reſt hold wine : Each on the fire is laid : 

| T he white-clad croud with joyfull voice applaud, 
| This God 1s ſprinkled with a young lamb lain ; 
A ſow=pig offer*d, he will not complain, 
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The homely neighbours feaſt with chear they bring, 

And, Terminus, thy ſacred prailes ſing. 

Thou lands and cities and hw realmsdoſt bound : 

Without thee ſuitfull would beevery ground, 

From avarice and all ambition free 

Each tenement thou keepeſt faithfully. 

Hadſt thou aflign*d but that Thyreaz plain, 

Three hundred men had not yerwhile bin flain 

Nor heaps of arms had crulld Otryad brave : 

Oh what a floud of bloud his land he gave : 

And when the royall Capitol was rais'd, 

All Gods to Zove gave way and were diſplac'd : 

But Terminus (ſayes fame) being ſeated there 

Would not remove, but in Zoves houſe hath ſhare. 

And now, leſt ought but heaven he view, right over 

His head the roof 1s fram d without a cover. 

Since, Terminrs, be thou by no means light, 

Bur keep the ſtation where thou once art pight : 

And let no landlords tricks nor ſuits thee move, 

Leſt thou preferre a man before great Zove. 

And maugre thou art ({cratch'd with rake and plow, 

Cry, This zs yours, and this bels-'gs to you. 

There is a way lcads to Laurentian plain, 

Where once eFneas pitch'd with all his train : 

There, on the ſixth ſtone from the ciry, I 

To Terminzs have (cen ſheeps fibres = 

All other lands have certain limits given : 

Our Rome with all the worlds wide room is even, 
Now Mule relate the Regiſnge ; the fame 

Of which the three and twentieth day did name. 

King Tarquine did Romes Monarchy conclude, 


A valiant ſouldier, but a Prince mcſt lewd. 


Some citics had he captiv'd, ſome ras'd down, 
And by a wile the Gabiz pverthrown. 

For lo his young ſonne and his own ſonne right 
Came into their foes gariſcn by night. 


They 
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They drew their ſwords : cries he, Me armleſſe kill : 
This is my fathers and my brothers will, 

Who piteouſly have mangled me all ore : 

(For which pretenſe he had been laſhed fore.) 


He's view'd by — : Up their ſwords they put ; | 


And ſtripping him beheld his body cur : 

And weeping ſimply they his aid requeſt 

In warre : He ſubtly promiſes his beſt. 

And now in pow'r he {nds his father word, 
Fair way was made to put them all to th' ſword. 
A garden ſtood with ſavoury flow rs array'd, 
About the which a prattling current plaid : 
There Tarquine had this private news made known, 
And crops with wand the higheſt lilies down, 
The ſcout brings word, He cropt the higheſt lilies : 
T know, ſaith Sextus, what my fathers will 1s. 
Forthwith the Gabine Captains all they ſlay, 
And Romane colours.on 2 walls Jiſplay. 

Behold a ſnake (moſt ſtrange ! ) from th' altar crept, 
Which quench'd the fires and up the vicuals lapt. 
Apollo 5s ſought tozwhoſe reply was this, 

He conquers who bis mother firſt doth kiſſe. 

The company Apollo's meaning miſs'd : 

Each man ran haſt'ly and his mother kiſs'd. 
Brute was a fools wiſe counterfeit, to free 
Himſelf from Tayquines direfull treacherie. 

He ſtraight falls down,as tumbling with his feet, 
And with a kifſe our mother Earth doth greet. 
Romes conquering Eagles in the mean time over 
The city Ardeain a long fiege hover. 

The foe, not daring battel, couch'd in forts : 
Our ſouldiers revel in their tents with ſports. 
Young Tarquize makes a feaſt to all his lords: 
"Mongſt whom in mirth he falls into theſe words ; 
Whiles jn dull warre this Ardea us deteins 

From carrying tropheys to our countrey-fancs, 
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Do any of our wives mind us? or are 

They carefull of us who for them take care ? 

Each prais'd his own, and very carneſt grow : 
The Follick bowls make lungs and tongues toglow. 
Up ſtarts Lord Collatine, Few words are tell : 

But come to triall 3 night's not yet deceaſt : 

Mount we our feeds and to the citie all 

Carier. Content : They for their horſes call ; 

And ſtraight were gallop'd by their ſpeedy feet 
To th' royall court. No watch was in the ſtreet : 
Lo there the King's ſonnes joviall waves they find 
With garlands crown'd, at midnight up, well win'd. 
Thence to fair Lucrece poſt they out-of hand ; 

By whoſe bed-fide the wooll and baskers ſtand. 
At lirtle lights their rask her maidens ſpun : 

To whom ſhe ſoftly thus theſe words begun 
Maids,we muit make (plie, pl.e your bus neſſe fafter ) 
A coat to ſend in haſt unto your mailer. 

What news beare you ? for more then I you beare : 
How long will't be eve warres be ended there ? 

Well, Ardea,thou that keep'ſt our Lords from bome, 
Thy betters thou affront', thy fall will come. 

Be they but ſafe ! but my Lords bloud s ſo bigh, 

That with his ſword be anywhere doth flie. 


© Myheart doth fail quite chill'd with frozen fear 


When-e're I think of his encounters there. 
Tears were the period : Shelets fall her thread, 
And in her boſome hangeth down her head. 


- This was a grace; her tears became her well : 


Her beauty was her minds true parallel. 

Fear not,, ſweet wife ; I'm come, crics he, She meets 
And hangs on's neck, a burden full of ſweets, 
Meanw hile the young Prince furiall luſt doth move z 
His boyling ſpirits are fir'd in ſecret love. 

Her lilie skin, her gold-deluding trefles, 

Her native ſplendour lighting art him pleaſes, 


Her 
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Her voice, her ſtainlefle modeſty h* admires : 

And hope's decay ſtill ſtrengthens his defires, 

Day's horn-mouth'g harbinger proclaim'd the morn ; 

TT he frollick gallants to their tents return. 

His mazing fanfie on her pifure roves ; 

The more he muſes ſtill the more he loves : 

Thus did ſhe fit, thus dreſt, thus did ſhe ſpin, 

Thus plaid her hair upon ber necks white Shin ; 

Theſe looks ſhe had, theſe roſe words till'd from ber ; 

Thx eye, this cheek, theſe bluſhes did become ber. 

As billows fall down after ſome grear blaſt, 

Yer make ſome ſwelling when the wind is paſt : # 

So though her perſon from his ſight was tane, 

Yet did that love her perſon bred remain. 

He burns ; and prick'd with ſpurs of baſeſt luſt, 

Againit her chaſt bed plots attempts unjuſt. 

Th event's ambiguors, yet we'll throughly try't : 

That ſhe (hall ſee. Fate helps the vent'rous ſprite. 

We ſlav'd the Gabines by a daring deed. | 

Thus girts he on his ſword and mounts his ſteed, 

Into Collatia's brafſen ports he came 

About the time Sol hides his glowing flame. 

A foe the Court doth enter as a friend, 

And there was welcome: For they were akind, 

Ah blind mankind! ſhe thinking nought, good woman! 

Provides good chear to entertain her toeman, 

The ſupper's ended : time to fleep invites ; 

In all x houſen now are ſeen no lights, 

Up ſtarts he, and draws forth his gilded blade, 

And chaſt Lucretia's chamber doth invade. 

Laid on the bed ; Lucretia, no deniall : 

Here us my ſword: I'm Tarquine of bloud royal. 

Nought ſhe repl1es; nor had ſhe power to ſay 

Or plead, but ſtupid and quite ſenſcleſle Jay. 

And like a lamb that from the ſheepfold rambles, 

Now caught in claws of rayening wolf, ſhe — 
What 


| Book 2. or Rowane Calendar. A5 


What dares ſhe ? fight? ah, he could overmatch her ! . 
Cry out ?alas | his ſword would ſoon diſpatch her. 
Fly ? how ? his arm is link'd about her waſt : 
Her wat then firſt by ſtrangers hand embrac'd ! 
 TheLecher pleads with profers, threats, intreats : 
She's no whit moy'd with gifts, intreats, nor threats, 
4 Yield, or PII damme thee for a whore, cries he, 
f And thee accuſt for baſe adulterie : 

' Tl kill the man, with whom I ll bruit thy ſhame. 
| Sheyiclded, conquer'd by the fear of fame, 
' Why triumph'ſt thou ? thy conqueſt is thy fall : 
. Ah, whataprice boughel thou that night withall ! 
Now day appear'd : with ſcatter'd hairs ſhe lies, 
As doth a mother when her deare ſonne dies. 
For her old father and deare husband home 
She ſends : To her without delay they come, 
Whoſe grief they ſeeing ask the caule of it, 
Whom . - with what evil ſmit. 

She veils her modeR face, nor any thing 
Would utter 3 tears as from a fountain ſpring. 
| Het fire, her husband comfort her ſad tears, 
a Pray her to ſpeak, and weep in hidden fears. 
|, Thrice ſhe affay'd to ſpeak, thrice ſtopt z yet tries 
| Once more; but ſhamed to lift up her eyes. 
Shall weow Tarquine thx too ? ab {ſhall T, 
 SballI bere pr_ my own infamie * 
Something the tells, and for the period weeps, 
' And her grave cheeks in pure vermilion ſteeps. 
They bak dnive her forc'd adultery. 
| That pardon you gzve, 1, crics the, deny. 
:  Forthwith her ſelf ſhe ſtabs with hidden knife, 
And at their feet pow*'rs forth her crimſon life ; 
And even in Fate's laſt at, as ſhe did die , 
Expreſs'd a care to fall with modeſtie. 
Her Sire, her Lord ſelf-carelefſe both fall down, 
And o're her corps their common lolle bemone. p 
rute 
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Byute came, whoſe mind at length his name deceiy'd, 
And from her dying breaſt the knife repriey'd: 
There holds it ſpuing of her noble bloud, 

And dauntlefle threatnings breath'd forth as he ſtood z 
By this chaſt noble bloud 1 vow to thee 

And thy dear gboſt, which as my God ſhall be, 

Proud Tarquine with his ſeed for this ſhall pay * 

No longer I the counterfeit will play. 

She at his words her ſightlefſe eyes doth move, 

And ſhook her head as ſecming to approve, 

The manly matrone's exequies are done, 

Endow'd with tears and emulation. 

The wound lies open : Brute calls all the States, 
And to their ears the Kings bale a relates, 

Proud Tarquine's houſe all flie. Two Conſuls ſway : 
And that becamg the laſt Monarchich day. 

. Hark, heare the Swallow, herald of the Spring, 
Adicu to Winter chearfully doth fing. 

Yet, Progne, thou of haſt doſt oft complain : 

Thy husband Tereys joyes at thy chill'd pon. 

Now two dayes of this month are ſtill behind : 
To HMartiall chariots are the race-horle joyn'd, 
Which games from thence are call'd Equiria: 

Mars in his field ſpeRatour is that day. 

Hail, welcome Mars; thy time a place doth claim : 

'The month's at hand that's honour'd by thy name. 
Now ſtrike we ſail: Our Month and Book both done: 
My boat ſhall in another.chanel run. 


The end of the ſecond Book, 
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7 The third Book ; 


| or, 
MARCH. 


'The Argument. 


He Martiall Princes birth and pedigree. 
Tt; Month's Proteftour,and priotitie. 

why women ſacrifice to Mars do bring. 

And why the Salii do Mamurius ſang. 

The Pontificiall title. And Vejove. 

The Gorgon conrſer. And Lyzus love. | 

More Horſe-races. Perennall Anna's rites. 

+. Th old wife to Bacchus-hony-cakes invites. 

|” Games in the bonout of th' Athenian Dame. 

'- Now blazing Phoebus backs the Phryxean Ram. 


: ſpear, 
4 Y, 4 Thy ſhield, and helmet, and a while draw 
EY) W near. (make the Muſes ? 
WEAar#ezs Perchance thou'lt ſay, With Mars what 
This Month we fing his name from thee deduces. 
"Thou ſeeſt Minerva hath her bloudy fights 5 
Yet ſhe ſometimes in liberall arts delights. 
Have thou, as Pa{las, ſome yoid time aflign'd : 
For out of arms thou maiſt imployment find. 
' Thou armlefle to the Romane Nunne didit come, - 
| Andlayd'ſ& in her the royall ſeeds of. Rome. 


Nun 
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Nun $ylvia-(here our fail we hoiſe) ſomething 
To wath, i th' morning went unto the ſpring. 
Now when ſh came unto the wriggling brook, 
Her earthen pitcher from her head the took. 
There tricking up her Romidghair ſhe ſits, 

And amorous aire to her bare breaſtgadmirs. 
The ſtreams ſoft mulick, and the plumy quire, 
With chearfull ſhades egg'd on a ſleeps defire. 
Inveigling ſleep creeps on her yielding eyes, 

Her hand ſlips down en-which her-cheek relies. 
Mars ſees and luſts, and in his luſt doth ſpeed, 
And cunningly conceals his juggling deed. 

She wakes conceiy'd, and in fer pregnant womb 
Conteins the Founder of imperiall Kome. 

She riſes faint, but did not know.the cauſe ; 

And leaning to a tree ſhe makes this paule ; 

Pray beaven this dream doth happy fortune bring 
And good betide 3 Gr is t ſome Higher thing ? 

Me thoughts my garland yas 1 ftood befide 

My Lady's altar, from my bead did flide. 

From which two palms alike, (a wondrons thing !) 
Yet one of them more eminent, did ſpring 3 . 
Whoſe fertil branches all the earth o-re-(pread, 
And reach'd the welkia with their mounting bead : 
hen lo, myuncle fam would them hawe cropt, 
Smit at the ſeght,my heart for terrowrhopt : 

A Pie Mars bird, a wolf t00 Þauing young | 
Did take their parts, and reſc w——_— Wrong « 
This (aid, ſhe-weakly up her pot doth take 

With water fill's; ſhe flt'a itas ſhe ſpake. 

Time runs on 3 Romulus and Rewns breed ; 

Her belly's (well'd pp with celeſtial ſeed. a 
Now had the God whole rayes the world unmask 
Iwo ſignes remaining of his-yearly task ; 

The Maid's a Mother. Yefta's Rtatuetham'd 

With virgin-hands did veil her face 3 ("Tis fam'd,) 
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The altars trembled as her pangs began ; 
The frighted flames beneath the aſhes ran. 
To tyrannous Amlins this made known, 
Who had uſurp'd his brothers wealth and crown : 
He gives command to drown the Brats, The floud 
Abhorres the deed, and ſets them on the mud. 

'T is known, theſe Infants ſuck'd a wild-beaſts teat 


- - And thata Piedid daily ws them meat. 


Thee, Nurſe Laurentia, I wi 


not paſle by, 
Nor, 'Fauftulns, thy plain ruſticity : 


The Laurentalzan feaſts ſhall ſound your praiſe, 
' Kept in Decembers joviall-geniall dayes. 


Theſe ſonnes of Aars to mans eſtate now grown, 

On whoſe fair chins did bud the flken down ; 

'The husbandmen and ſhepherds round about 

To them for juſtice, in contention, ſought. 

Oft came they home all drench'd with robbers blouds ; 
And ſeiz'd their cattels as their proper goods. 

Their pedigree's made known: Mars rais'd their ſpirits: 
In ſtalls now ſcorn'd they to enlarge their merits. 
Amulins falls by Roymlus his frond 


' And to his Grandfire is the realm reſtor?d. 


The wall is rais'd 5 which though it were but ſmall, 
'T was ill for Rem that he leap'd the wall. 


' Where woods yerſt grew, & beaſts their dens did make, 


Thelaſting City rais'd, the Founder ſpake : 
Arms-Arbitratour, of whaſe ſeed divine 


| T ſprung, and will thereof give many a frene 3 


with thee will we begin our Romaneyeare, 
And our firſt Month thy noble name ſhall wear. 
His word's made good : this Month he thus did call, 
And pleas'd his Father very well withall. | 
Yet their forefathers Mars eſpecially 
Ador'd, in honour of their Chivalry : _ 
Th* Athenians,Pallas ; Creet;Diana's Quire z 
The Lemnian Ifle ador'd the God of Firez 
— Mycenie 
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MAMycenians, Juno, and the Spartanes too : 
And Arcadie Pancrown'd with pine-tree-bough : 
Our Latium honour'd Mars, Warre's ol King t 
Warres toour land both wealth and fame did bring. 
Yea, if we read but forrein Calendars, | 
"There we ſhall find a month ſurnam'd from Mars. 
Faliſcanes fifth month, and the Albanes third : 
By Hernians 't is the ſixth month regiſter'd. 
TT he Aricinians, and high Tuſculum, 
And Albanes all to one account do come. 
The fierce Aquicoli's tenth month it was : 
Laurentians fifth z the Sabines fourth in place. | 
Pelignian Nobles with thoſe Sabines old | 
Conſent, and this month for their fourth they hold. 
But Romlus, to go beyond them all, 
This his fir{t month by's Fathers name did call. 
Nor months ſo many had our anceſtours 
As we : their yeare fell ſhort two months of ours. 
Greece, then a well-learn'd but an ill-arm'd land, 
No arts had yielded to the Conquerours hand. 
The Romane art was all to fight and fenſe 3 
To throw a dart, the onely eloquence. 
What man the Axle, and two Poles, or Hyades, 
Did know in thoſe times, or old Atlas Pleiades ? 
Who had the Bears, Charls-wain or Dogs-tail (pi'dy 
This S;doz's Pilote, that the Grecians guide ? 
"That (ynthia's chariot in a month doth run 
T hoſe fignes which all the yeare do task the Sunne ? 
'T hroughout the yeare ſtartes notelefſe rac'd and free : 
Yetmen were conſcious of Divinity. 
For fignes of ſtarres the ſignes of warres did they 
Regard 3 whoſe lofſe was thame and great diſmay. 
Which, though of hay, yet madeas great a ſhow 
And were as dreadfull as our Eagles now. 
They hung in bottles on a pole huge tall, | 
From whence our ſouldiers by that name we call. _ 
us 
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Thus learning-void and rude a—_— 
Did make their Luſtres ten months lefle then we, 
Ten courſes of the Moon a yeare was then : 
Men much accounted of the number Tex ; 
Either becauſe we with ten fingers tell, 
Or 'cauſe ten months a womans womb doth ſwell, - 
Or elſe becauſe our digits reach to ten, 
From whence our number is begun agen. 
Thence Romulus did rank his centuries 
By tens : Ten Pikemen toa rank did riſe. 
The Pileman and the Generall ten bands, 
And he that did on horſe-back ſerve, commands. 
Ten companies he gave the Tatians, 
Ten to the Ramnes, ten the Lucerans. 
This uſuall number kept he in his yeare: 
Which time a widow mourning-weeds did wear, 
And thagthis month (all queſtion to remove) 
Was firſt of old, plain arguments ſhall prove. 
The Flamens laurel, hang'd up all yearelong, 
Is now tanie down,and freſhboughs up are hung. 
The Royall Court is deck'd with Bay-boughs green : 
Thelike before the Old-Court-Gate is ſeen. 
Theold dry Bayes from Yeſta's Trojane fire 
Are pull'd, and now ſhe's prank'd in green attire : 
Beſides, freſh fuel in her inward ſhrine 
Is kindled, and the fire renew 'd doth ſhine. 
'T is no weak proof, that th" old yeare here began, 
In that we now adore Perennall Anne. 
This month our Ancients choſe their officers, 
Uncill the perjur'd Carthaginiaz's warres, 
In fine, the fifth month hence we © xintil call ; 
Hence have the reſt their numbers titles all. 

Pompilins fiſt from Sabine confines brought 
To Rome the errour of two months found onr : 
Whether by that twice-born Pythagoras, 
Or from «Fgeria thus inform'd he was. 
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Yet after him times ſtill erroneous were, 
Untill reform'd by Ceſars skilfull care, 
That God, the authour of ſo great a race, 
Did not account this task for him too baſe : 
But ſtudy'd to acquaint himſelf with heaven, 
And know that Court to him by promiſe given, 
He by exa& accounts Day's golden King 
In his juſt time to eyery Signe did bring, 
His yeare had dayes three -_ l1xty five ; 
And to the Leap-yeare one day more did give. 
Which piec*d-up day muſt to the Luſtre come. 
This is the yeare*s exaReſt count and ſumme. 

If Poets may (as fame abroad doth give) 
Some private notions from the Gods receive z 
Mars, tell me why thy feaſts obſerved are 
By Wives, when thou art all for manly warre ? 
As thus I ſpake, Mars laid aſide his ſhield ; 
But in his right hand ſtil] a javelin held : 
Lo 1, the God of Warrc, to Peace's gown 
Now firſt invited, march to tents unknown. 
Nor think I much ſome time here to beſtow, 
Leſt Pallas think ſhe onely this can do. 
Thou ſtudious Prophet of the Romane yeare, 
Learn thy deſire, and theſe my ſayings heare. 
Rome's elements were atthe firſt but ſmall : 
Yer had that ſmall great hopes of this great wall. 
Thoſe walls for Founders were too large a room ; 
But yet too ſtrait for Citizens to come, 
Ask you, where ſtood my Nephews Court of old ? 
That thatch theregmade of ſtraw and reed, behold. 
On locks of hay he laid his ſleeping head : 
Yet heaven he mounted from that ſtrawy bed. 
And now the Romanes name was ſpread and gone 
Beyond his place : nor had he wife or ſonne. 
The fruitful neighbours my poore race did flout 
AndI ill authour of a ſtock was thought, , 
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In dwelling in plain ſtalls, intilling ground, 
And feeding ſheep more hurt then good was found. 
Both birds and beaſts do couple with their make ; 
Engendring fellows hath the baſeſt ſnake. 
In other lands each man enjoyes his woman : 
But none there be to marry with the Romane. 
I griev'd ; and with my ſpirit endu'd my ſonne : 
Ceaſe prays (laid 1) it muſt with arms be done. 
Keep Conſus feaſt : that day,in which his feaſt 
You ſolemnize, be will ſuggeſt the reſt. 
The (urets and the reſt roſe up in ſtorms : 
Then firſt the father 'gainſt the ſonne took arms. 
Now were the raviſh'd almoſt mothers madt : 
The kindred-battel {till is long delaid, 
The wives aſſembled all to Zuno's Fane: 
To whom my daughter boldly thus began 
My raviſh'd Mates, *t 1s all out caſe : behold, 
We canno longer piouſly be cold. 
The battel's pitch'd : Now chooſe for whom je'll pray: 
That ſide our fathers, this our busbands fray. 
we now muSt widows or elſe orphans live. 
Toyou I'll good and noble counſel give. 
They took her counſel ; and their hairs let down, 
And mournfull bodies clad in mourning gown. 
Now ſtood the bands, reſolv'd for arms and harms, 
ExpeRing ſignalls of the trump's alarms : 
The wives came running, with their babies dear 
Cull'd in their arms, amid the armies there. 
So ſoon as e*re they came amid the field, 
With locks all torn and ſcatter*d, down they kneel'd. 
The babes (as ſenſible) with moving cries 
Held out their little arms to grandfires eyes. 
All thoſe that could cri'd, Ave, preſently : 
Thoſe that could not their mothers forc'd to crie. 
Down fell their arms and anger; and,their ſwords 
Put up, they all ſhook hands in kind accords. 
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Each hugg'd his daughter, and his grandchld held 
Upon his ſhield : the ſweeteſt uſe of ſhield, 
Thence Sabine wives no ſmall advantage challenge 
To keep a day to me on my firſt Calends : 
Becauſe on naked ſwords they venturing 
Themſelves, our warres to friendly peace did bring : 
Or, *cauſe Nun 1/4 mother'd was by me, 
The Mothers honour my ſolemnitie : 
Or *cauſe chill Winter now takes his farcywell, 
And Sols warm beams the languiſn'd ſnow expell : 
Froſt-barbed trees their opening leaves renew, 
The widow'd arms wins pearly buds doth ſhew : 
The thrifty herb, within the ground long pent, 
Into the aire now finds a private vent: 
Now frolick cattel breed, and fields all yield ; 
And birds on boughs their foſt ring neſts do build. 
Good cauſe have Wives, who yows and vigour ſpend 
Upon their young, my pregnant times to tend. 
Belides on that hill where that Sonne of mine 
Kept Excubtes, thence called Eſquiline, 
T he Latine wives this day (or I miſtake) 
A publick temple did to 7uno make. 
In brief, and not to load thy memorie 
With many words, the plaineſt reaſon ſee 
My Mother loves them, therefore they frequent me : 
This pious cauſe doth moſt of all content me. (make : 
Bring flow'rs, ye Dames; with flow'rs freſh garlands 
In flow rs your Goddefle great delight doth take; 
Say, T hou Lucine giv i light to all our eyes : 
Thou help'(t the woman that in travail lies. 
Bur let the big with looſ ned treſſes pray, 
So may her child more eas'ly come away. 

Who tells me now why Sal; ina ring 
Dance with heaven's Buckler, and Mamurins ſing? 
Thou Nymph that Diar's grove and (pring doſt haunt, 
King Numa's Wiketeach me : thy feaſt I chaunt. 
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Alake, much honour'd in religion ſtale, 

Begirt with woods, ſtands in th «Arician vale, 

Hippolytus, whom frighted ſteeds did tear, 

Was hid herein : For whom no horſe comes there. 

There tapes, on which are many tablets hung 

To this good Goddeſle, yeil the hedges long, 

Ofttimes have women, miſtrefle of their vows, 

Brought hither lamps with wreaths about their brows. 

Men | wa of hand and ſwift of foot are kings : 

Each king at laſt his mate to ruine brings. 

A giggling brook doth on much gravel fall : 

I oft have drunk there in a draught but ſmall, 

Muſe-loy'd eFgeria yields thoſe waters clear 3 

Who was king N#uma's Wife and Counſeller, 

She firſt the Peeres, too prone to live at ods, 

With laws did temper and the fear of Gods. 

Thence Laws(thatStrength might not bear al the ſway) 

Were made, and men their vows did purely pay. 

Wrath laid aſide, moſt pow'rfull Peace became : 

'Mongſt Citizens a skirmiſh was a ſhame. 

Atth' Altars fight the furious man was turn'd : 

And Wine and Wafers on the embers burn'd. 

Behold, Heavens Monarch lets his lightning flie 

Through crouding clouds, and rains the welkin dric, 

A flaming citie makes not ſuch a blaze : 

The King and People ſtood in great amaze, 

The Nymph cries, Thunder (be #'t too much afraid) 

Is placable : Jove's ire may be allay'd. 

Tet muft the means from Faun and Picus come, 

Two Pow'rs that live within the lands of Rome 2 

Yet not without conſtraint : Firſt catch themyou, 

And bind them ſure, And then ſhe tells him how. 

A black grove ſtood beneath mount Aventine, 

At whoſe firſt ſight you'ld ſay, *T is ſure divine: 

T'th' midſt of which a pure perpetuall rill, 

O're-grown with moſle, from ſony veins doth ſill. 
F 4 Here 
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Here Fau# and Pics us'd todrink. The King 
Come hither kills a ſheep unto the Spring. 
There ſets down wine perfum*d wich ſpice, and then 
Takes up a cave in ambuſh with his men, 

The wood-Gods to their old wont came : the bowls 
They turn'd off, blithe,and quench'd their thirſty ſouls, 
Wine winneth reſt. From's cave doth Numa creep, 
And bound them faſt while they were faſt aſleep, 
They rais'd from reſt,ſtfive much themſelves to free : 
The more they ſtrive the more they gyyed be. 

Te Gods, cries Numa, pardon my bold att : 

Ye know't no wicked, though a ſublile fatt. 

Tell us which way may thunder be allatd. 

Thus Numa, Faunus ſhook his horns,and ſaid, 

Great u thy queſtion © We cannot aread 

Thu hard precept : our pow”! us limited. 

Grave-Gods are we 3 t0.45 the rule ys given 

But of va#t Hills : Jove orders all in Heaven. 

Him you alone from heaven cannot call down : 

Perhaps you may when our direfFion's known. 

Thus Faunrs (aid ; and thus ſaid Picus too, 

But yet, ſaid Picus, f:rit theſe cords undo. 

By /peciall art Jove charmed (you ſhall ſee) 

Shall hither come © let Styx my —_— be. 
Unbound,they teach them what to do, which way 

To draw down ove,and what ſtrange charms to ſay. 
We licence have to know 3 a pious pen 

May chaunt ſuch rhythms unfit for other men, 
Foveis drawn down. Hence after-ages all 

In celebration him Elzciys call, 

*T is faid the tops of Aventine did moye z 


The earth ſhrunk down preſs'd with the weight of Zove. 


King Numa quak'd at heart : his bloud affright 
Ran from his veins : his hair ſtood bolt upright, 
Come to himſelf, Great King of heaven, crics he, 
Inſorm's how thunder may appeaſed be : 
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If we frequent thine altars with pure band 3 
If our petition may with piety ſtand, | 
ove yields ; but yet doth in ſhort riddles blind 
The truth, and with dark doubts diſtras his mind. 
Cut off a Head, cries he. — Ir ſhall be done, 
Replies the King : 7 1/ cut an Onyon. 
Of Man, ſaies Jove: — 7'll take the hajy,he crics. 
The ſoul, quoth Jove. He, Of a Fiſh,replics. 
Fove ſmiles: O Man that canſt diſcourſe endure 
with Gods. do thu : thus will my thunder cure. 
But when to morrow s Suune is rais'd full-ſac'd, 
A pledge I'll give thee that thy realm ſhall last. 
This ſaid, he mounted with a mighty thunder 
THY acquainted heavens,and lefr the King in wonder : 
Who ſtreight returns with joy,and tclls his Lords 
The paſſages. T hey ſcarce believe his words. 
But yell believe it if th” event proves true : 
Mark what, ſayes he,to morrow will enſue. 
So ſoon &s Sol to mor/ow leaves the land, 
Jove gives a pledge that this over realm ſhall ftand. 
All donbtfull part. The promiſe ſeems too farre. 
Theday appears. T heir Firhs ſuſpcnded are. 
The —__ was ſoft, with drops of pearl becew'd ; 
To Numa's gate there flocks a multitude. 
Forth comes the King, and rakes his maple-throne : 
A mighty crowd, all whiſt, about him run, 
The Sunne appears but onely on his brim : 
_Twixt hopes and feats their beating (ſpirits ſwim. 
His head with white veil cover'd, uphe ſtands, 
And lifts to heaven his God-familiar hands. 
This is the howye of that thy promis'd ſigne, 
Great Jove, cries he, confirm thoſe words of thine. 
As thus he pray'd the Sunne was fully rais'd ; 
Huge cracks of thunder through theheavens were noiz'd, 
Thrice in clear aire he roar'd 3 thrice did he fling 
His bolts, Believe me, the 1gh a wondrous thing, 

| Pchold, 
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Behold, the heaven juſt in the midſt doth ope ! 
Down to the ground both Prince and oaks of Hg 
A ſhield from thence, turn'd with a gentle gale, 
Ealls down. A ſhout the welkin clear doth ſcale, 
He takes it up, a bullock firſt knock'd down 
Whoſe youthfull neck a yoke had never known, 
'T is call'd .Ancile, caule it was par 'd round 
About the brims; no corners to be found, 

Then, knowing that his kingdomes fate did lie 

In that, by counſel of great policie, 

Ofſhields like-ſhap'd he bids to make a dozen, 
That ſo an errour might the couzencr couzen, 
AMamurins a man of great deſert 

As well for manners as his manual! art, 
Perform'd this work. To whom the bounteous King, 
As I am true, *t is thine ,, ash anything. 

Now he from dancingyhad the Saliz nam'd ; 

Their Arms appointed, and their Caxto's fram'd. 
Mamurinus ſaid, T ash no meed but ſame : 

At their Songs end let them but ſing my name. 

From thence thoſe Prieſts perform King Numa's grant 
To that old merit, and Mamurizs chaunt, 

Would any marry ? Though you both make ſpeed, 
Deferre'r : ſmall ſtay ſometimes great good doth brecd, 
Arms cauſe a i{trife ; ſtrife wedlock ſhould abhorre : 
The time's more fit when th' are laid up therefore, 
Fove's Flamen's wife, till theſe dayes be exſpir'd, 
Muſt alſo go undreſs'd and unattir'd. 

Now,when this Months third night from heaven doth 
Oaec ofthe Fiſhes is not ſeen at all. (fall, 
Two Twins they be : this to the South inclin'd, 

That to the North ; both nam'd from either wind, 

When Tithor”s Bride her tulip-cheeks bedews ; 
And from the Orient porch the fifth day ſhews. 
Whether the Bear-herd or the Car-man ſlow, 


He dives the waves, and will no fght allow, n 
ct 
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Yet may we ſtill behold the Vintager : 
Tl briefly fing the reaſon of this Starre. 
| Young Bacchus once loy'd hairy Ampclon 
Of 1/marus, a Nymph and Satyr's ſonne. 
| To him his Elm-cnamour'd Vine he gives 
To keep, which vine its name from him receives, 
| He falls down dead by climbing ventrouſly 
| For ripened grapes : Whom Bacchus fix'd in sky. 
| Whennextday's Phebys ſteep Olympus ſcalcs, 
And up the hill his winged race-horſe hales, 
You that adore chaſt Ye5ta's ſhrine, now joy, 
And incenſe heap upon the fires of Troy, 
| Now Ceſars endlefſe ſtyles, which he counts little, 
' Of gift, receiv'd their Pontificrall tules 
Eternall Ceſars Deitie doth cure 
Eternall Fires, his Kingdome's pledge moſt ſure. 
| YeTrojaze Gods, your Porters wc rihy prey, 
Which grave &£zeas kept from hoſtile lay 3 
A Priclt, from that Anczs ſprung, deth tend 
' Your hearth. O Yeſta, his dear life defend. 
Live long ye Fires fed by his hand divine : 
Your flame his fame ſhall unextinguiſh'd ſhine. 

One note's in Marches Nones : 'Twixt thoſe two 
Now hallow'd was the Temple call'd Vejoves. (groves 
When Romulus his rock- girt grove had ended, 

Said he, Who hither flies ſhall be defended. 

How grew the Romazcs / from what (mall foundation ! 
How clearof envy was that ancient nation ! 

But if this myſtick name thou doſt not know, 

Learn who this God is, and why called ſo. 

This Zove is young : behold his youthfull parts ! 

Behold his hand devoid of thunder-darts ! 

When thoſe boldGiants would the heavens have pierc'd, 
Then ove took arms ; who was unarm'd at firſt, 
Then Pelion, Oſſa and Olympus toild 

With his yaſt load, in new fire-yolleys boild. 


The 
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The Goat ſtands by which did allow her teat : 
The Cretane Maids the Infant fed with meat. 
But for the Name : YVegrandia farmers call 
Their ill-thriv*n corn ; and Yeſca,kernells ſmall, 
If this the word imports, as well may I 
T he name Yejove to little Zove apply. 

Now when the ſtarres emboſſe the gaudy ſphere, 

Look up and ſee the Gorgon Courſer {a 
From pregnant neck of wild Meduſa ſlain | 
(CT is ſaid) he leap'd out with a bloudy mane. | 
Heaven was his footing, and his feet his wings, | 
Whiles *twixt the skic and ruffled clouds he Eoings, 
Then firſt a bridle curb'd his noſtrils fell, 
When his light foot digg'd up th* Aonian well. 
Now heaven he holds, which oft hiswings had mounted: 

In whoſe poſſeſſion fifteen ſtarres are counted. 

Next night thou .Ariadne's Crown mayit ſee 

Inſtall'd Divine by Theſeus perjurics 

Now ſhe that gav@ her thanklefle Love the thred, 

Had chang'd tor Bacchrs that perjurious bed : 

Joy'd in her match, Fool that 1 was to mourn * 

*T is my advantage that he prov'd forſworn. 

"The long-lock*d Indians Liber 1'th* mean time 

Subdu'd. and came enrich'd from th* Eaſtern clime, 

Among the captive Maids which did excell 

In beauty he the Princeſle loy'd too well. 

His Wife bewails, and, wandring on the ſhore 

With ſcatter'd hairs, her caſe doth thus deplore ; 

Once noe, ye waves, beare my old mournfull cares : 

Once more, ye ſands, ſwim in a floud of tears. 

1 Theſeus once accusd for perjuric : 
' He's gone ; and Bacchus proves as falſe as he. 

Once morel cry, NoWoman truſt a Man : 

In change of names my aft is new begun. 

Ob, that my fate bad its firſt courſe held on ! 

Now had my eſſence with my woes been done, 
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why did} thou, Liber,me from dying ſave ? 

My ſorrows then but one releaſe did crave. 

Light Bacchus, lighter then thy brow bound leafs - 
0 Bacchus, known, but to my tears and griefs ! 
why haft thou brought before my noſe a whore 
Tovex a bed ſo well compos'd befcre ? 

Ab! where's thy faith? thoſe ſolemn vows indented * 
Ah me ? how oft have I theſe Dirges vented ! 
Thou blamedſt T heſeus, and bim falſe did ſtyle : 
In thine own judgement thou art farre mare vile. 
In ſecret griefs 1 burn,aud dare not tell : 

Left it be thought I am thus oft ſerv'd well. 


0 let not T helcus know't,of all ; leſt be 


Triumph the more in thy ſocietie. 
Perbaps her white complexion you preferre 


| Before my tann'd : that colour be to hey. 


| But what's all this ? She's lik'd the better in 


Her black defects : take beed ſhe ſtains thy $him. 


| O keep thy wow 3 no! Strangers beds approve 


Before thy wife's ! .A man 1 ere did love. 

The white Bull's horns my mother caught ; thine,me * 
But this thy baſe love wounds meheavily. 

Make not my love my bane : thine did not prove 

So when to me thy ſelf conſeſs'd thy love. 

Thou burnt me; *t is n0t ſtrange : Thou wert conceiv'd 
In fire ; from fire by Fathers band repriv*d- 


+ Tome, 0 Bacchus, thou betrothedst Heaven : 


Ab me ! ſor beaven what dowries bere arc given + 
She ended, Bacchrs all the while did mind her 


| Lamenting, as by chance he came behind her. 


He clips her waſt,and tears with kiſſes dries : 
Let's both, quoth he, together mount the Skies, 
Our beds are one, our names ſhall be the ſame s 's: 
And Libera ſhall be thy changed name. 
Thy Crown with thee a monument ſhall be : 
What Vulcane gave to Venus, ſhe ;0 thee, 
This 
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This ſaid, her pearls to ſtars in number nine 
He chang'd ; with which ſhe now in gold doth ſhine, | 
When that ſwift Coach which purple Day doth guide | 9 
Six Suns hath hurry'd through the Welkin wide, | 1 
More Horſe-races in Mars his flow ry green, Y 
Which wriggling Tyber laves, are to be fcen, 
Bur if the river overflows the place, 
Then ſmouldry Celis entertains the Race, 
Perennal Anna's geniall feaſt in th' Ides 
Is kept hard by where forrein Tyber {lides. 
All ſorts together flock ; and on the ground 
Diſplaid, each marrow by his make drinks round, 
Some fit in open aire ; ſome build their tents z 
And ſome themſelves in branchy arbours fenſe. 
For ſolid beams ſome ſtick in canes, and over 
Their heads ſpread cloaks and blankets for a cover. 
Yet Sunne and Wine inflames. They drink by tale; | 
And for each bowl pray for a whole-yecarec-hail. | 
Some tipplers there will drink to Neſtors time, 
And with their cups to Siby['s yeares will climb: 
There what is learn'd upon the ſtage cach chaunts, 
And hands full nimbly to their numbers dance. 
Bowls ſet afide, each with his trick'd-up Laſſe, 
Whoſe hairs are lool'ned, trips it on the grafſe. 
As home they come they ſtagger, view'd of all 
The town for ſport, which them doth happy call. 
Yerwhile I met this pomp ('t is worth the reading) 
An old wife drunk her drunken husband leading, 
But what ſhe is (becauſe reports thus flit) 
In telling I no fable will omit. | 
Sad Didoin eFneas love yerwhile 
Was burn'd, and burn'd upon her fate-built pile. 
Her aſhes urn'd, and on her marble cheſt 
That verſe engray n, made by her dying breaſt ; 
{ , Hens Lis QueBN DiDo By HER OVVN HAND 
KILL'D : 
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Dearn's Causs anD WEAPON DiD AENEAS 
| YIELD. 
« | Numidians ſtreight ſans let the realm invade : 
| larbas Lord of captive walls is made- 
Who, thinking of her old contempt, Now ſee, 
Her bed is mine, though not ber ſelf, quoth he. 
The Tyrians flie, each as his fortunes'led ; 
As bees do wander when their king is dead. 
Three crops to th' barn the barbed fields did yield ; 
Three vintages had fuming hogsheads fill'd : 
Poore Annais expell'd ; and weeping flies 
Her Siſter's walls : firſt payes her obſequies. 
The aſhes ſoft drink up her oyl- mix'd-tears, 
Andentertein her ſacrificed hairs. 
Thrice did ſhe kiſſe the urn ; thrice cry'd, Farewell. 
Her Siſter ſcem'd to her as ſenſible. 
| Aſhipand mates rane up, ſhe ſails on clear, 
| Thoſe walls review'd, her Siſters fabrick dear. 
Neare lean Coffra lies a fertil ſeat) 
Iſle elite, which Libyan ſurges beat. 
There Battus reign'd,whoſe ſtores much wealth did fill. 
Here pitch'd ſhe, truſting in his old good will, 
Who Lake of theſe Siffers fates, This land, 
Said he, what-ever, is at thy command, 
And this had laſted to the utmoſt houre, 
' Had henot fear'd Pypmalions armed power, 
Twice through the Z odzach Sol had run his race: 
She now muſt ſeek another exile-place. 
Her brother arm'd there claims her : Batius he 
| Abhorring warres, and weak, ſaid, Scape thou free, 
Her ſhip ſhe yields to wind and ſea in flight; 
No ſea fo cruel as her brothers ſpite. 
Near ſtony Cratis fiſhie rivers lies 
A little ground, there called ( ameres. 
>  Tothis their ſhip was bound. And now they came 
Within nine furlongs of their wiſhed aim ; 
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Sails ſtruck, they (ally in uncertain gales, 

Fall, cries the Pilote, to your oars for ſazls. 

And while to hale their tackling down they haſt, 
T heir ſhip is ſmitten with a thwarting blait, 

In ſpite of Pilote's pow'r or skill it flies 

Into the main : the ſhore forſakes their eyes, 


Up ſtart the waves ; and up-ſide down they wallow : 


The leaking keel the foming ſtreams doth ſwallow, 
Winds —_— Art, T he Pilotenow is preſt 

To ule, for rudder »- th with all the ret, 

The Tyrian Exul wanders up and down 

The waves, her apron o're her moiſt eyes thrown 
That time firſt Dido, and all thoſe that were 
Intomb'd in earth, were Happy calld by her. 

T he ſhip is hurry'd to the Latine ground, 

And all aland is ſwallow'd up and drown'd. 
Now good eXneas with his Wife and throne 
Had well increas'd and made two. peoples one. 
Whiles with Achates on his land defir'd 

He walked barefoot in a path retir'd, 


He ſpies Anne wandring, nor could think *t was ſhe : 


What cauſe ſhould bring her into 1talie ? 

While thus he mus'd,'T is Anne, Achates cries. 
She at her name lifts up her mournfull eyes, 

Oh ! ſhould ſhe flie ? or how ? what cave at hand? 
Before her eyes her Siſters fate doth ſtand. 

She known, the Lord accoſts her in her fears ; 
Yet at the thought of Dido's death ſheds tears : 
Anne, 7 proteft by this land, which of late 

Thou oft didft beare was given me by kind ſate ; 
By my aſſociate- Gods upon thys bay 

New plac'd ; they often chid my ſlow delay. 

Nox could 1 dream that death purſu'd ber grief. 
Ah me - ber courage was beyond belief. 

Relate thou nothing : Thoſe unworthy wounds 

I ſaw, whenas I walk'd the Stygian bounds, 
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But thou, did Will or Fortune thee bere bord, 

Partake of all my kingdome can afford. 

Much thos, the utmoit Dido's merits make : 

welcome for thine aud for thy Sifters ſake. 

To his kind love (nor comfort had ſhe elle) 

She yields her (elf z and all her fortune tells. 

The Court now entred in her Tyrian weeds ; 

The reſt all whilſt, «£neas thus proceeds, 

uſt canſe have I, ſweet wife, to bring to thee 

This 2 een © in ſhipwrack ſhe relieved me. 

A Tyrian born : Her walls in Libya were. 

I pray affet her as a Siſter dear. 

Lavinia promis'd ; and her forged wound 

In ſecret lodg'd, her jealoufie doth drownd. 

And, ſeeing tokens ſent before her eyes, 

| 'She more (uſpe&s in ſubtile ſecrecies. 

Still vex'd with doubt, ſhe hates her like a fiend, 
And plots how with m_—_ to work her end, 
Atnight, lo, Dido with beſoiled hairs 

Before Ann's bed all ſmear'd with bloud appears ; 
Flie, Sifter ; uſe this ſullen houſe no more * 

Fear not, T hus ſpeaking, th' aire did turn the doore, 
Up ſtarts ſhe, and as nimbly as ſhe could 

Leaps down the window low : fear made her bold. - | 
And wing d with terrour,in her tuck'd-up coat 

Runs like a roe that hears the wolf's hoarce note, 
Whom horny-brow'd Nwumicins (it is ſaid} 

Catch'd up in's ſtream and to his ſpring convey d. 
Next day Jo Anne with calls and crics each-where 
Is ſought : th' impreflion of her feet appear. 

Come to the banks, her footſteps there are ſeen. 
The conſcious ſtream his murmuring noiſe held in. 
She ſeem'd to ſpeak z Numicius Nymph I live bere : 
Perennall Anne of this Perennall River. 

Straight feaſt they in thoſe wandred fields with joy 3 


And tippling chear their ſpirits and the day. 
G Some 
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Some think her Luna, of whoſe months yeares grow: 
Some ſay ſhe's Themis 3 ſome, th' Inachian Cow : 
Some one of Atlas _—_ her would prove, 

And that ſhe firſt gave tood ro ſucking Zove. 

Peſides,a tory I have read, which you 

Shall heare rehears'd : nor doth it ſeem untrue, 

Th' old Commons once,without their Tribunes Kill, 
Fled, and fo pitch'd upon the Holy hill. 

Now was their meat and uſefull corn all ſpent, 
Which they had carry'd when they thither went. 

An old wife .Anneliv'd in a ſuburb-ſtall ; 

A thrifty houſwife, though her means were (mall : 

She, in a hood her gray hairs having dreſs'd, 

Made countrey-Cymnels with her palfie-fiſt ; 

And dealt each day her dele to all men there 

Hot from the oven 3 wherewith refreſh'd they were. | 
Peace made at home,the people did ere her 

For this kind office a Perennall pifure. | 
Now heare the reaſon why the maids in throngs 
Between themſelves fing certain wanton ſongs. 
Mars comes to «Anne, a Goddefle newly made, 
And taking her afide thus to her ſaid, 

AMy month thee worſhips ; my own times I've joyn'd 
To thine; great hopes on thy good will 1 bind. 

T King of Warres with Pallas warres great Ducen 
Am fall'n in love, and long inflam'd have bees. 
Kznd Soul, this office well becomes thee : ſce 

If thou canſt win my mate towed to me. 

With promiſe feign'd ſhe yields to what he ſayes, | 
And feeds his fooliſh hopes with long delayes. 

At length he urg'd :17 bave done't 3 ſhe's won, cries ſhe, 
And much ado bath given ber hand to me. 

He credulous his chamber beautifi'd : | 
Anne veil'd is led in like a youthfull bride. 
About to kiſſe her, «Anne he doth deſcry. 
Both ſhame and anger do his viſage dye, 
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Deare Pallas Sweet-heart this freſh»-Goddeſſe gull'd : 
No a&ion better pleaſe Dame Yenus could. 
For this old jeſts and ſongs obſcene they chaunt : 
Her jeſt on that great God is now her vaunt, 

I thought t' have paſs'd the Emperours Murder by ; 
When from her hearth thus Yeſta did apply. 
Fear not to mention it : he was my Prieit : 
Thoſe ſacrilegious arms did me arreſt, 
I caught bim thence,and left hs picture bare * 
7 was Czlars ſhape thoſe weapons dire did tear. 
He, plac'd in heaven,admires Jove's ( ourt of gold : 
And in the Great Street doth a temple hold 
But thoſe, who dar'd againft the Gods,and did 
That aft, defild his Pontificiall head, 
Tuft death rewards them : Let Philippi ſhew, 
And thoſe whoſe ſcattered bones the ground do ſtrew: 
'T was Czlars worksbis piety, bis firit grounds, 
To juſtly vindicate bis Fathers wounds. 

When next Aurora dews the medows green, 
The dreadfull Scorpioys cleyes are to be = 

The Ides third day doth Bacchus ſervice bring : 
Aſliſt me, Bacchus, while thy rites I ſing, 
I ling not Semele, to whom if ove 
Had notcome arm'd, thy name but ſmall might prove : 
Nor thee, an Exbryon 1n thy Fathers thigh 
Inclos'd, to grow to full maturitie. 
Sithonians and thy Scythian triumphs fam'd 
I paſſe, with Indiaxs or Arabians tam'd : 
Or Pentheus torn by mothers crueltie : 
Or mad Lycurgys wounding of his knee, 
Thoſe Tyrrbeae Pirates made Sea-monſters well 
I might (but't is not now my task) here tell. 
My task is this : To ſhew th' originall . 
Why th' old wifeneighbours to her cakes doth call. 
Before thy time on hearths of Gods all cold 
Graſſe grew ; no honour did the Altars hold; 

| "G61 Thou 
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Thou having Ganges and all 1nd:a beat, 
Didſt give the firſt-fruits to thy Father great. 
T hou captive Spice and Incenſe ſanRih dit, 
And firſt in triumph Bullocks entrails fry'dft. 
Hence from the Authour Libum takes the name, 
By conſecrating part on holy flame. ; 
'Theſe Cakes are made to Liber, *cauſe he loy d 
Sweet juyce, and Hony firſt of all improv'd. 
From ſandy Heber with his Satyrs he ; 
Did walk. My tale ſhall not unpleaſant be. 
To Rhodope and the Pangean Sprin 
Being come, their cymbals all his HE ring. 
Lo, troups of bees with that ſhrill Muſick charm'd 
Elie after, as the noiſe did leadzand ſwarm'd. 
Theſe Bacchys gets and in a tree-ſtock hives, 
And ſo the glory of that gift receives. 
When bald S;lenus and the Satyrs taſted , 
TT o ſeck bees neſts about the groves they haſted. 
In hollow Elm th' old God a ſwarm doth heare; 
And ſees the combs, but takes no notice there. 
Anon he comes and ties his lazy mate 
Faſt to the Elm, as on his back he ate, 
Up clambers he, and on a green-bough ſtands, 
And to his booty thruſts his greedy hands. 
Out of the hole a thouſand Hornets ſpring 
About his eares,and 's bald crown all beſting. 
Down tumbles he: his Aﬀe about him laid 
His heels : there lies he yawling out for aid. 
The Satyrs flock,and Jaugh their Sirato ſee 
With face ſwoll'n up. He halts on's Aﬀe-kick'd knee. 
The Wine-God laughs, and tells him mire is good 
Apply'd : He ſimply daubs his face with mud, 
Since, Hony is Bacchus due. A reaking Cake 
With Hony moiſtned to the God they make. 
Why Women deal therein, the reaſon's plain : 
His ivy-ſtaff ſpurs up their frantick tran, 
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But why old Wives 2 That age moſt bouzie proves, 

And moſt of all the plealing vine-juyce loves. 

And why with Ivy dreſs'd ? This God that tree 

Loyes well, The reaſon ſtraighr ſhall render'd be. 

The N 3/zan maidens Ivy-leaves about 

His cradle hung, when him vex'd Z#no ſought, 

Now muſt I ſhew why Gowns of Libertie 

Are given to Stripplings on thy feaſt-dayes free, 

Becauſe, fair Bacchus, thou art alwayes ſeen 

A Boy, ot Young-man, or an age between : 

Or cauſe, thou being a father, to thy care 

All fathers do commend their children dear : 

Or elſe becauſe a gown and life more free 

Is giv'n by thee, the God of Libertie. 

Or, when old times the ground more earneſt till'd, 

And Senatours themſelves wrought in their field : 

When Plowmen oft did take a Conſuls place 

And thick-skinn'd hands were counted no diſgrace : 

The Countrey-folk to ſee theſe Games would make 

Toth' town 3 yet for the Gods not pleaſure's ſake : 

And Liber, who is now accompany 

With Ceres, then theſe feaſts alone enjoy'd : 

Therefore, that more Youth might theſe games frequent, 

'T was then thought beſt to give this ornament. 

Kind S*, your head and gentle antlets yail, 

And guide my fanſfie witha proſperous gale. 

On theſe two dayes (as I ſuppole) they go 

To th' Argive Brothers, whom their Leaf will ſhow. 
The Puttock verges tow'rds Lycaon's Bear, 

And on this night begins he to appear. 

If you will know what him adyanc'd to Heaven : 

When Saturn from his throne by Zove was driven, 

He in his rage the ſturdy Titans arm'd, 

And tries the aid the which the Fates had gharm'd. 

An earth-bred Monſter was there, wonderfull, 


Behind a Serpent but before a Bull. 
| G 3 This 
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This in 2 wood ſtern S1yx inclos'd in three 
Huge bulwarks, by the triple Fates decree. 
Suck was the fate : He that this Monſter flew 
And burn'd the inwards, ſhould the Gods ſubdue; 
This Briareus with Diamant-ax did foil, | 
And was juſt now his guts about to broil : 
Fove bids the Fowls to catch them up, The Kite 
Did his command, and ſo in heaven was pight. 

Next day but one Mizerva's feaſt reviyes, 
The which from thoſe five dayes the name derives. 
The firſt no bloud nor {word-play doth admit, 
Becauſe Minerva was brought forth in it. 
The foure next dayes the ſcaffolds all are fill'd : 
This warlike _ delights in weapons skill'd. 
Come Boyes and Maids, your gifts to Palas bring : 
Her favour gives great skill in every thing, 
In Pallas favour let the Laſſes learn - 
To empry diſtafts and to twiſt their yarn, 
She allo Scan to make the Shuttle play 
About the web, and how to fill the Stay. 
Fullers and Diers,give her honour both ; 
You that do white, and you that dye the cloth, 
No Shoemaker a ſhoe can faſhion well 
Without her help, though Tychins he excell, 
He that Epeus ſhames in Carpentrie, 
Becomes a dunce if Pallas angry be. 
And you Phyficians that diſeaſes cure, 
Salute this Lady with ſome gifts of your. 
Dull Scholars curb'd in curſt School-maſters lore 
Your wits ſhe quickens * honour her therefore : 
Ye that mete heaven,and ye that Pencils uſe ; 
And he that ſtones to curious ſtatues hews, 
A thouſand Arts ſhe skills. She Verſe doth ſayour : 
Inſpire my ſong, if I may ask that favour, 

Where Czlizs toa vale declineth prone ; 
The Vale's a leyel, yet no perfe@t one ; 
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| There Capt Minerva's Chapell you may ſec, 
| To her deyote on her Nativitie. 
The reaſon's doubtfull : She's the Minerall 
Of wit, which quick is called Capital : 
Orelſe hk Fathers aking head 
Her arm'd with ſhicld ſans help of wife did ſhed ; 
Or 'cauſe ſhe captiv'd with Phaliſcanes came 
To Rome ; the | endl letter ſhews the ſame : 
Or elſe becauſe her law is capital 
For ſacrilege within her Temple-wall. 
What-eyer reaſon thee this name affords 
Still keep thy £gzis.Pallas,for our Lords, 
The laſt day bids to purge and round the green 
With trumps,and offer to that warlike Queen, 

Now may you lift your eyes to heaven,and ſay, 
Sol back'd the Phryxean wether yeſterday. 

The ſeeds all ſcorch'd by wicked 1no's wile, 
No fruits would grow,as they were wont yerwhile : 
A meſlage is to Delphian Tripos ſents 
To beg ſome help for ſouls with famine ſpent. 
He,with the ſeeds corrupt, brought word ; Fates ſigzd 
To bave both Phryxus and bis Siſters bloud. 
Time, People, In, all do urging ſtand 
Th' abhorring King t' obey the ad command. 
Phryxus and Helle crown'd with flow'rs ſtand by 
The altars, moning their joynt-deſtiny. 
Their Mother ſpies themzas in th' aire ſhe hung 3 
And hands againſt her frighted boſome flung : 
Leaps into Thebes,girt with a troup of clouds, 
And ſnatch'd her Children from amid the crouds, 
And, for their flight, the Ramme with golden fleece 
Was given to both z which bears them o're the ſeas. 
The fainting Maid with weak left-hand the Raxme 
Held by 5, my when ſhe that Sea did name. 
Her Brother, whiles he ſtrain'd to help, and gave * 
His hand Rtretch'd to her ſcarce himſelf could ſave. 
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He for his double-dangers-mate miſcarry'd 
Laments,not knowing ; her had marry'd. 
Aſhore, the Ram was to the heavens extoll'd ; 
And Colchy kept his precious fleece of Gold. 
When L#cifer hath thrice appear'd in heaven, 
The balanc'd howers of Night and Day are even. 
Hence, when the Shepherd tour times folds his flocks, 
And four times Earth bedews her pearly locks, 
Then Fanus and Rome's Safety are ador'd, 
With Altar of mild Peace and meek ( oncord. 
The Moon doth guide theMonths: The Moon in fine 
Concludes this Month, ador'd on Aventine. 


March. 
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ROMANE CALENDAR. 
, The fourth Book ; 


or, 
APRIL. 


| The Argument. 


He pedigree of Romulus and Rome. 

Fair April's name from Venus fair doth come. 
Male Fortune's Incenſe. Atlas dawghters riſe. 
Grand Cybel's feaſts. Nun Claudia teſtifies 
Her (baftity. Some Stage-games. Feafts divine 
To Ceres, and her ſtarch of Proſerpine. 

A Fordy Cow is ſacrific'd to Earth. 

| Now glowing Sol 07 T aurus back rides forth. 
Palil:a and Vinalia feaſts. A pray'r 

To burtfull Ruſt, 4 feaft to Flora fair. 


Lme © ueen of payring Love, Aſſiſt, 1 cri'd * 
To me ſhe ſtreight her chearful eye appli'd, 
2 What news with you ? you bad another 
ſtrain : 
AQ what ? touch'd, ſaith ſhe, with your old 
wound again 

| Madame, (aid I, you know my wound. She (mil'd : 

And ſtraight that way the aire grew clear and mild. 

0? ſound or ſore, T ne't ſorſook thy tent © 

Thou art my daily task, my oraament. 

I play d my part throughout my youthfull prime : 

But now our quill a bieber flrain doth climb. 
' Times 
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Times with their cauſes pick'd from Annals old, 
Starres ſets and riſmes doth our Muſe unfold. 
we come to th fourth month,which doth thee renown : 
You know, ſweet Lady, Prieſt and Month's your own. 
The Goddefle pleas'd doth lightly touch my head 
With Myrtle-bough, and bade me ſtill procced, 
I felt the virtue : All wm ſtraight grew clear, 
Hoiſe up our ſails then, while the wind blows fair, 
And, Ceſar, thou maintein'ft as good a ſhare 
In April as in all the Calendar. 
This Month deſcends to thee by pedigree 3 
Thine by adoptive great-nobilitie. 
This Romulus knew when he did compound 
The yeare ; and thence his Parents both renown'd- 
And as he gave to Mars the foremoſt place, 
Becauſe he was next Authour of his race ; 
So Venus many ranks before his mother 
He Miſtrefle made of this next following other. 
And turning o're Times rolls to find the ground 
Of his deſcent, the Gods his Parents found. 

Who knows not Dardan from ElefFra's ſeed 
Did ſpring, whom ſhe, conceiv'd by Zove,did breed ? 
Hence Erichthonius, who begat King Tros 
Aſſarac's Sire : hence (/apys next aroſe. 
TT he next Azchiſes, with whom Yen fair 
Did not diſdain a Parent's name to bear. 
nes next, whoſe Piety try d in fire 
Brought ſeverall Sacreds, both his Gods and Sire, 
Now come we to 1414s bleſſed name, 
Where Teucrian Sages meet the Zulian fame, 
Next Pofthumys, nn was, being born among 
The woods, call'd Sylvixs in the Romane tongue. 


——_— 


Another Sylvius of his father's name 
Joyn'd with Eneas, from this Sylvius came. 


-- __ 
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| He was Latinus father, Alba's time 
| Succeeded his 3 and Epyt us next him : 


This man the names of 7 roy reviv'd again. 
Then Calpetzs his grandchild next did reigne. 
Next Tyberine his father's throne imply'd ; 
Who, drowned in the Tyscane river, dy'd: 
Yet ſaw his ſonne Agrippay and grandchild 
Stern Reymlus, who was with lightning kill'd. 
Then Awventine,whoſe mount doth ſtill maintein 
His name, ſucceeds. Next Proca took the reigne. 
Next Numitor unjuſt Amis brother, 
Whoſe Wife was Lauſi and Nun 1/;a's mother; 
Amulins Lauſus flayes. Mars 11ialoves 

Who big by him with thoſe-twin-brothers proves, 
' Thence Romulys alwayes for Parents chief 

Held Mars and Yenus,and deſerves belief, 

And that ſucceeding times might know the ſame, 
Theſe Months he joyn d in both his parents name. 


But ſure this name of Yenus-month doth come 
From that Greek nown that notes the waters fome. 
Nor wonder we at this Greek word at all 
| Forltaly old times Great Greece did call, 
Here came Evander with his fleet well mann'd ; 
Here cam#Mcides : both of Grecia land. 
That clubbed Pilgrime did his herd dilplay 
On Aventine, and drank of Albula. 
Ulyſſes roo, the Leſt1ygons can tell, 
| Andthat ſame ſhore where Circe once did dwell. 
| The walls of Telegon and Tybur ſtand 
| Still extant, raiſed by a Grecian hand. 
Haleſus, forc'd by Atrides fate, here came z 
From whom Phaliſcanes did derive their name. 
| Antena too, who would Troy's peace haye wonne? 
| AndDjomed Appulian Daunus Sonne, * 
eBneas late behund Aatenor came, 
And hither brought his Gods from th' 11;an flame, 
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Sr Solemus from Phyygian Tdatall W 
Came in his train, who named Sx{mo's wall : T 
Sweet Sulmo's wall, great Prince, my natiy: land ! Be 
Ah me ! how diſtant from the Scythian ſand ! W 
Well, Muſe, ſuppreſfle theſe long complaints,nor fing 5} 
Theſe ſacred ſtrains upon a mournfull ſtring, Ivy 


What will not Envy reach ? Some,Yenus, would 

From thee the honour of this month withhold. 

For 'cauſe the ſeaſon opens every thing, 
' Grofle cold departs, and plants begin to ſpring ; 

From th' Oper time they challenge April's name, 
Which Yerus with an earneſt hand doth claim. 

She pleaſantly doth temper all the yeare, 

And rule inferiour to no God doth bear : 

She governs Heaven,and Earth, and native Seas, 

And by her work mainteins each Spectes : 

She all the Gods begat (*t were long to tell :) 

And with warm ſeeds makes Herbs and Trees to ſwell : 

She brought rude men to one harmonious mind 3 

And to his proper make each male the joyn'd. 

What bur ſoft Pleaſure Birds to breed doth move ? 

Nor would Beaſts couple if there were no Love. 

The ſurly Ram will with a Ram knock horns ; 

But yet to hurt his lovely Ew he ſcorns. 

The Bull, whoſe majeſty doth aw the grove, 

With ſmoothed brow doth gently wo his Loves 

The ſame inſtin& doth guide marinall things, | 
Which fills with thouſand fiſh the Water-ſprings. 

She firſt Mankind's more ſavage life refin'd, 

And firſt to comely habits men inclin'd. 
A Lover in an ill-ſped night his fate | 
Firſt wail 'd in verſe at's Sweet-hearts bolted gate. 
To wo his Wench Love made him eloquent : 
And in his cauſe cach man was excellent. 

She hath diſcover'd thouſand arts : Love did 
Find many a notion which before lay hid. 
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| Who then this Month to Yerus dares refuſe 
To give ? Avaunt that folly from our Muſe ! 
Beſide, ſhe is a generall Pow'r frequented 
| With numerous Fanes : but moſt in Foe augmented. 
She for thy Trey, O Rome, did weapons wear, 
When her ſoft hand was wounded with a ſpear. 
She put two Ladies down (a Trojane,Judge :) 
| Ah, may thoſe twain not think of that old grudge! 
| Aſſarac's daughter ſhe became, that ſo 
| Great Ceſar might the Zul:an Fathers ow, . 
Nor can ſhe have a fitter time then Spring, 
When earth grows gay, and jocund fields do ſing, 
| The heads of plants above the crack'd ground perk : 
The vine begets new pearls in ſwelling bark. 
So fair a ſeaſon fits ſo fair a Queen 3 
' Herejoynd with Mars,as ſhe before hath been. 
She now the wary Mariners calls down 
* | Tonative ſeas, not fearing Winters frown, 
YeLatine Maids and Wives, and all that wear 
No veil nor ſtolezadore this Goddefle fair, 
Your golden fillets from white necks unbind : 
Let other flow'rs,and roſes freſh be joynd. 
You ſhe invites with Myrtles veil'd to lave : 
Attend : the reaſon's certain that I have. 
| Herdropping locks once on a bank the dry'd 
| The wanton Satyys her all naked ſpy'd: 
| Which known, ſhe with a myrtle hides her breaſt,? | 
And was conceal'd. Which is by you expreflt. 
Learn why ye Incenſe to Male Fortune bring, 
{ Near to the banks of Tybers gelid ſpring. 
That place receives you all ſtript to the skin, 
Where each defe& in every part is (cen. 
Male Fortune,pteas'd but with a little ſpice, 
Hides from your husbands all deformities. ' 
Pure milk may ye and ſeeds of poppy grownd 


Wih hony ſqueez'd out of the comb compound. 
When 
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When Yenus to her booriſh Mate was led, 
She drank of this, and left her Maidenhead. 

With humble pray'rs adore her : She procures, 
That beauty, carriage, and good name endures, 
Through abſtinence Rome's youth in time decay d ; 
Our fathers ſearch'd the old Cymean Maid. 

She bids a Chapell unto Yen build : 

Which finiſh'd, Venus did her favour yield. 

Sweet Queen,to thy Sonne's race thy kind eye bend 
Thus alwayes,and thy numerous Dames defend. 

Bur ſee ! the Scorpion with his dreadfull tail 
Advanc'd, falls headlong to the waters pale. 

This night once paſt 3 when heaven is dy'd again 
With Lk bluſh ; and dabbled birds complain : 
When watchfull travellers their lights half-burn'd 
Have quench'd ; and Peaſants to their work return'd: 
Old 4tlas Daughters ore his head are mounted 3 
Which are but fix in fight, though ſeven accounted : 
Becauſe bur fix did match with Pow'rs Divine ; 

For Sterope (they ſay ) with Mars did joyn 
Neptune did .Alcyon and Celenolove 
Ta)gela, May, Eleftra lay with ove. 

With mortall Siſjphys match'd Merope : 

For which ſhe grieving loves obſcuritic, 

Or, at the ruines of her Tr0jane race 

Elefira griev'd,with hands did hide her face. 

Thrice more let Heaven on conſtant axles courle 3 
Let Sol thrice harnefſe and knock off his horſe: 

T hen ſtraight the Ph;yg;an Horn-pipe doth reſound, 
Th' 1dean Grandames feaſt is now renown'd. 

Her eunuchs marching beat their tabrets hollow : 
From brafſe-knock'd braſſe a noiſe a noiſe doth follow. 
She,carry'd on her ſervants necks in pride, 

About the ſtreets is whootcd to,and cri'd. 

Reſort, ye Nobles ; Scenes and Shews do call: 

Now in the Court be there noſuits at all. 
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More I ſhould mention ; but the braſſe-ſhrill ſound 
And horrid Lotos-pipe doth me confound. 

Help, Cybele. She caſt her courteous eye 

On her learn'd Nieces, and bade them apply. 

7e Theſpian Siſters, mindfull of ber voice, 

Shew why ſhe's pleas'd with ſuch continual noiſe. ' 
Thus I. Then Erato, (T his monthto her 

Gives place, becauſe the name of Love ſhe bare.) 
This Fate was given to Saturn ; Mighty Kyng, 

A Sonne of thine thee from thy throne ſhall fling. 

He fearing this devoureth every child 

As it came forth, and in hu guts it kill ds 
oft Rhea mourn'd ſhe could no Mother be, 
Though preenant ; and bewail d fertilitie. 
Jove's born : Antiquity's the Teftament 
why ſhould we tax a truth ſo ancient ? 
His throat almighty gulps a ſwathed ſtone : - 

Fates did allow thys cheat of bim alone. 

Long had a tinkling rung tn Ida tall, 

That ſo the Infant might in ſaſety brall. 

The Corybantes and Curertes, ſome 

On ringling belmets, ſome on bucklers drum. 

The Child's conceal'd. In fegne of this therefore 

Her followers make ther braſſe and parchments rore. 
For belmets, cymbals ; drums they beat for ſhields : 
The pipe thoſe ancient Phrygian runes ill yiclds : 
She ceas'd : I ask'd, But why do Lions ſtout, 

Which ſcorn the barneſſe, draw her coach about ? 

I ceas'd : She anſwer d,She Ferocity 

Reftrains ; and this her coach doth tefiifie. 

why weat's ſhe on her head a towred Crown ? 
Becauſe ſhe firſt gave tow 'rs to every town ? 

She lik'd. Said 1, whence comes that fury then 

To geld themſelves ? The Muſe reply'd agen, 
Taung Atys beauty al the woods ſurpaſs 'd: 


— 


He joyn'd with this towr d Queen in love moſt chaft. 


Be 
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Be e're a Boy 3 reſerve thy ſelf for me ; 
And take, quoth ſhe, my Temples cuſtodie. 
His troth he plighted : Tf, ſaid be, I lie, 
Be that my lait Love for my falktie, 
He ly'd ; and with the Sangaritian Maid | 
1as ſtain'd. The Goddeſſe vow d revenge, betray d. | 
The Nymph, by cutting off ber tree, ſhe gives 
A fatall wound. T heir fates were relatives. 
He runs ſtark mad 3 and, thinking o're hus head 
Hits bouſe beat down, to Dindymus he fled. 
Sometimes he rores, O hold your laſhes fell ! 
O ſtay your brands ! I feel the Hags of hell ! 
Then lanch'd his fleſh with ſtones, and on the dirt 
Drags bis long locks : O this is my deſert ! 
And with my bloud deſery'd revenge I preſſe : 
Confounded be thoſe parts which did tranſgrefle - 
Confounded be they. And ſo off be reft 
Hz ſhame : No ſymptomes of bis ſex were left. 
This is their pattern : Her gelt Priefts from hence 
Pluck off their locks and cut their Pudiments. 
Thus by the muſick of th' Agnian Quire | 
T did enjoy the cauſe of my deſire. 
Now, Lady Muſe,relate : whence came this O'ueen? | 
Or bath ſhe ever in our city been ? 
Grove-gauay Ida, Dindym, Cybele, 
And wealthy Troy ſhe lov d perpetually. 
And when Aneas Ttalized Troy, 
She was about to follow hin on's way: 
But Fates inform d ber, that as yet that nation 
Requir'd her not. And (0 ſhe kept ber ſtation. 
But when rich Rome had now five ages view d, 
And rais'd her creft above the world ſubdu'd, 
The Priet our Sibylls fate-recording lines 
Reads ore, and there this grand inſtruition finds ; 
You want your Mother : Romanesgher in halt 
Goſeek,and giye her enterteinment chaſt, 
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The ſathers in theſe dark Meanders were 

Confus'd : What Goddeſſe to be ſought ? and where ? 

They ſend to Phoebus: Seek the Mother grand 

Of Gods, ſaith be : She's in th* 1dean land. 

Lords are diſpatch'd. Then Attalus was King 

of Phrygiaz who demes to them the thing. 

Strange things 1 ſing. The rumbling ground doth ſhake ; 

And thus the Goddeſſe from her chapell ſpake, 

Make haſt,and ſend me : My defire*s to Rome © 

Rome is 2 place that doth all Gods become. 

He, frighted at the voices fear, cries, Go: 

Ours thou ſhalt be ; Rome from our Rock doth grow. 

A thouſand axes ſtraight thoſe Pine-groves ſmite, 

which good Aneas yerit imply'd in flight. 

Thouſands are mufter'd : And a painted barge 

Of Heavens great Grandame uow doth take the charge. 

She ſails most ſafely _ her Nephews rea'm, 

And (alleys o're the Helleſponts loug ſtream: 

Then paſs'd Rhoeteum and Sigeum 9're, 

And Tened, and old Etion's wealthy ſhore : 0 

Then fetch'd the Cyclads, Lesbos at their backs, 

And where Cariſto's ſhore the waves refradts : 

Then ſails Icarium, where the molten fall 

Of Icarus the waters ſo did call. 

Creet on the left, o'th* right hand Pelop's main 

She leaves ; then lanches to Cithzron's plan © 

Hence to T rinactia, where in boyling fteel 

Steropians, Brontians, aud Acmonians deal * 

Then plows the Libyan ſea, and o'th* left hand 

Sardinia views 3 bencereach'd th* Auſonian land. 

There ſounds that mouth,where Tyber to the mai 

Payes rent,and ranges in a broader plain. 

The Peers and Commons with the Senates ranks 

Came ſorth to meet her at the | uſcane banks. 

The matrones with their busbands and ther ſonnes » 
Went forth ,and af the holy rn Nuns, _ 
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The ſtrained ropes mens toilſome hands do wring 3 
Yet to the port the Barge they ſcarce can bring. 

The time was dry; much beat had parch'd the land : 
7 he laden Barge ſinks into marie ſand. 


- Each Labourer more then his ſhare doth toll 3 
And with loud gphoots belps bis fiout hands each-while, 


That, like an iſlandin the ſea, to th' ground 
Sticks faft. The wonder frikes them all aſtound. 
Nu? Claudia ſprung of Clauſus progeny, 

hoſe beauty equall d ber nobility : 

A maid, but not ſo counted ; being abus d 

By baſe report, and wrongfully accus'd. 

Her habits brave, and muſich ſo delicious, = 
And ſpruce attires did make her more ſuſp1caons. 
Her conſcience clear derides the lies of fame : 
Yet we are prone to credit words of blame. | 
She ſieps before the Nuns religious train, 

And in her hands takes up ſome water-clean * 


Thrice dews ber bead ; thrice lifts ber hand to th' 5kie. 


All think ber frantick that ber geſtures eye. 

Then on ber humble knee with looſued bair 

She eyes the Goddeſſe,and thus makes ber prayer, 
Alm Mother of the Powers celeſtiall, 

Accept thy ſuppliants pray ts conditionall. 

My ſhame is tax'd : I yield if thou accuſe : 

If thou condemn me, death T'll not refuſe. 

Bur if I m clear, then give a reall ſigne : 

Chaſt Mother, follow theſe chaſt hands of mine, 
This ſaid, ſhe drew the rope with ſtrength but ſmall 3 
(7 ſpeak a truth, though ſtrange, yet generall.) 

The Goddeſſe follows, and therewith commends 
Her Leader : Foy to heaven a buge pu ſends. 
Now came they to the bending which old dayes 


Call'd Tyber s Court : hence turns be leſt-hand-wayes. 


Night came : The rope t' an oaken ſtump they tye ; 
And, being repaited, down to ſleep they tye, 
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| Light came : The rope from th' oaken ſtump th: unty' dy 


But incenſe firſt on altars bualt apply'd 3 

And crown'd the ſhip : Then kill a heifer clear 
which never bull nor ſervile yoke did bear. 

There is a place where Almo doth reſrene 

His ſtream and name to nobler Tyberine : 

There doth the Prieft, in purple robe moſt graves 
In Almo's ſtream ber and ber Sacreds lave. 

Her followers bollow. Furious pipes reſound : 

And velome thumpt t' ber Eunuch's hands redound: 
7oy'd Claudia honour'd walks before, at laft 

By beawvenly witneſſe ſcarce concluded chat. 

She in her wain into Capena-gate 

Is brought 3 her oxen ſtrew'd with flow rs in ſtate. 


| Nafica takes her, not her Temples authout : 


Metellus was ; but zow Auguſtus rathcr. 

Here Erato ſtay'd, till T queſtion'd more. 
Shew why ſmall toll, (aid I, augments ber ſtore ? 
with comm collefied, anſwered the, her ſane 
Metellus vais'd : tbence 5 that cuſtome ta'n. 

But why, ſaid I, do men, now frequent Gueits, 


' Byconrſe ſolemnize her appointed feaſts ? 


————_— 


Becauſe that ſhe ſo happy a change did make 
of places, they this varying omen take. 


| why then are her games Megaleſia 


By Rome kept first £ Tothis my Muſe did ſay, 
She bred the Gods : They give their Mother place © 
And ſo the firſt Games celebrate her grace. 
why then do they bcr Eunuchs Galli call 3 
When Phrygia 2s ſo ditant from the Gaul ? | 
Afrantich ſtream call'd Gallus runs between R 
Celenx high and Cybel's verges green : l 
It cauſes madneſſe : Fly it all, in (adneſſe, 
That love your wits : The water worketh madneſſe: 
Upon ber table 't xs, (aid J, in ſeaſon 
Toſtt herb-puddings : Is there any reaſon ? 

H 2 Old 
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Old times Said ſhe, of milk and berbs did feed, 
| Such rs the earth without controll did breed. 
Curds mixt with boil'd herbs ſerve her boord ; that (0 
An ancient Pow'r thoſe ancient meats might know. 
When ſtarres are baniſh 'd,and Pallantias thines 
Inth' Eaſt, and Lung her white tecm diſjoyns, 
Upon Duirinus we may truly lay 
Was Publick Fortune conlecrate this day, 
The third to this brings Stage-games ; which as I 
Beheld, thus ſpake a grave Gentile plac'd by, 
This day did Czar on the Libyan ground 
Perjurious Juba's ſtubborn arms confound. 
T ſervV'd a Tribune under Czlars banner 
Lord of my actions ; which I count my honour. 
My warfare me, this place thy Gown gave thce, 
Both rais'd to th office of Necemviri. 
From this diſcourle w? are call'd off by a ſhowre : 
The pendent Tankerd airie drops did poure. 
But e're the evening doth the fights conclude, 
Sword-arm'd 07ion in the waves is ſtew?'d, 
When next Tithonza views victorious Fome, 
And poſting ſtarres give place to Titans Groom, 
Large pomps, with ranks of Gods, the (ircrs grace, 
And aire-foot Courſers for the firſt prize race. 
Then Ceres games. The Cauſe need not b' expreſs'd: 
Her favours of themſelves are manifeſt, 
Green Herbs at firſt were hungry fathers food, 
To them afforded from the earth unwoo'd. 
Sometimes young ſtalks they gather'd here and there: 
And tender ſprouts did make them goodly chear. 
a T hey thought them wel when they had found out Maſt; 
"The Oak did yield them many a rich repaſt. 
Firſt Ceres men with nobler meats did tore N 
And into better food turn'd akorns poore, 
She oxens brawny necks to th' plow ſubdu'd, 
Then firſt the lanched ground So/*5 luſtre view'd. 
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Then Brafſe was priz'd ; Steel great content did yield : 


Ah, would that ſtuff had eyer bin conceal'd ! 
She joyes in peace : Nopray'rs, ye Farmers, ceaſe 
For peace perpetuall and our Prince of peace. 
Meal mix'd with ſalt to her may you preſent, 
And make th old altars fumes of incenſe vent. 
Or elſe for incenſe light your tapers greas'd. 
With little gifts, if pure, is Ceres pleas d. 
Prieſts, ſpare the Oxens harmlefle lives ; They plow s 
Preſent the lazy ſoil-bemoiling Sow. 
'T is pitty an induſtrious life be ſlain : 
Let it ſubfiſt and in her fields take pain. 

This place invites the Virgins rape to ſhew. 
Heare many things comprized in a few. 
Aland with three rocks crouds into the ſea, 
From its Triangle call'd Trinacria : 
Beloy'd of Ceres ; plentifully town'd : 
There ſtands fair Exna en a fertil ground. 
Cold Arethuſe the Dames of heaven invites : 
The corn-crown'd Goddefle comes to thoſe delights, 
Her Danghter, tended with her uſuall train, 
Walk'd barefoot up and down her flow*ry plain. 
Hard by a grovy vale a flat doth lie, 
Well water'd with a ſources fall from high, 
The gaudy mead her pride much vary'd, clad 
With all the colours Lady Nature had. 
Which ſoon as ſpi'd, Come Playfellows, cries ſhe, 
And fill your aprons full of flow'rs with me. 
Young Maidens minds delight in trifling ſpoil ; 
And fond defire calls off the ſenſe of toil, 


This fills her basket of fine ofiers made ; . 


This ſtores her apron z ſhe her coats doth lade. 

This Marigolds ; ſhe plies the Violet-beds : 

Her dainty finger crops the Poppy-heads, 

On Hyacynth and Amaranth ſome dote : 

Some T byme,ſome Crowfoot, ſome loye Mclilote 
| H; 
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And other flow'rs : The Roſe doth much delight z 
She plucks the Saffron and the Lily white, 
Her buſie mind Mill further oft doth bear her 
And (as it chanc'd) none of her mates were near her : 
Her Uncle ſpies her, and on footy ſeeds 
Rapes her away, and to his kingdome ſpeeds, 
She cries,and calls out, Io my Mother dear, 
I'm ford away 3 and off her Ulothes doth tear, 
Forthwith the vault of Pluto doth diſplay : 
His light-auk ſteeds could not abide the day. 
Her Maids, their baskets fill'd with flowery treaſures, 
Cri'd, Ho Perſephone, come ſee thy pleaſures. | 
When nought was heard, with cries they fill the dale, 
And (mite their hands againſt their boſomes pale. 
Ceres amaz'd at this to Ennaflies 
And ſtraight, Ab woſull / where's my Girl ? ſhe cries, 
About ſhe hurrics in a dead diſtraRion, 
Like ſhrews of Bacchys in their frantick ation : 
Or as a Cow, rob'd of her lJate-caly'd Love, 
Runs ſadly lowing all about the grove z 
So ſhe could neither Hghs nor flight refrain, 
But runs,and firſt begins at Enza's plain, 
There firſt her daughter's footſteps ſhe doth note : 
The ground betrayes the paſlage of her foot. 
Perckance ſhe then had ſearch'd the furtheſt ground, 
Had not ſome ſwine diſturb'd the tra ſhe / ve 
The Leontini, and Aniſus mazes 
She ſearch'd, with all the medow-grounds of Ac : 
Then Carne, and mild «Anapys fount, 
And over Gela's dangerous gulf doth mount : 
Then o're Or!yg:a and Pantagia goeth, 
And Megara ; then o're Szmeths mouth : 
Next to the Cyclops footy forge ſhe hy'th ; 
Thence to that place nam'd trom the crooked S;the, 
Then Himere, Didym, Agrigentum, and | 
Tauromenns ; thence to Mela's Holy-Ox-land. 

| Next 
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Next Camarine with Swanny Tempe fair, 

And Thapſos ; Eryx free to Weſtern air : 

Then ſearch'd ſhe Pachyne, Pelore, Lilybe, 

Her Countrey's horn-like promontories three, 
Each nook ſhe fills with monetull Elegies, 

As when the Lapwing to his 1tys cries, 

Sometimes, Perſephone ; ſometimes ſhe cry'd, 
MyDaugbter 3 and by courſe both names imply'd: 
But no Pezſephone could Ceres heare 3 

Nor Daughter,Mother : Vain bothxitles were. 
When ſhe a Shepherd or a Plowman ſpi'd, 

Saw you no Damſel paſſe this way * the cri'd. 

Nights cole-black colour now alone poſleſs'd 

All things : now watchtull tongues of dogs did reſt. 
Where «£:na high Typheys vaſt bulk tires, 

Whoſe ground is ſcorch'd with ever-ſpuing fires 3 
Here for her torch two Pines ſhe doth inflame :; 
Hence in her rites the Torches cuſtome came. 
There is a cave of rugged pumice made, 

Which neither man nor beaſt could e're invade : 
Here when ſhe came, her bridled ſnakes ſhe tyes 

T' her coach, and drysfoot o're the water flies. 
Next raught the Syrts,and to Charybdys pals'd, 

And thoſe naufragious Dogs of Secylla valt ; 

The ſpacious Adriach, and Corinthum bound 
Within two ſeas ; hence reach'd the Attich ground. 
Sad, on a ſtone here reſts ſhe firſt of all, 

Which ſtone th' Athenians hence from Sadneſſe call, 
There many dayes in th' air ſhe did remain 
Unſtirr'd,and patient both of cold and rain, 

No place but hath its fate. Now Cereall 

Eleuſis then was (elers farm but ſmall. 

He home was trudging with a trufſe of wood, 

With maſt and berries frbm the hedge,for food, 
His daughter with two goats from field did come : 


His young ſonne lay in cradle fick at home. 
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The Wench ſaid, Mother (Her that nanfte did move) 
what d ye alone berein this deſert grove ? 
Thold man too ſtands there(though his load were ſore) 
And pray'd her enter to his Cottage poore. 
She now an old wife in a mitre dreſt, 
Tn theſe ſad words denyes his urg'd requeſt, 
Go ſafe, bleſt Parent, my poore Daughter 5 gone : 
Ah, (weet condition farre above mine own ! 
She wip'd her eyes ; a pearly drop came from her 
Much like a tear : for tears did not become her. 
Th' old man and maid, both tender«hearted, make 
A part in tears. The down-right Sage then ſpake, 
God keep, God keep thy daughter ſafe from barm : 
Come, pray, ariſe ; rejett aot our poore farms 
Replies the Dame, Thy argument is ſtrong. 
So rifing up ſhe follows him along. 
As on they walk'd, he this to her expreſt, 
His Sonne was ſick and could by no means reſt. 
She,as ſhe went into his little mound, 
Sleep-poring po athers on the ground. 
Thewhiles tip ack'd the taſted inf 'tis (aid) 
And unawares her long-long faſting ſtay'd. 
The which becauſe ſhe im the Evening did, 
Her ſupper is not till the ſunne is hid, 
Being entred in, great mourning ſhe beheld : 
No hope of life was in the ſenſelefle child, 
TH old wife ſaluted (called Menaline) 
She daigns the boy's mouth to her own to joyn. 
His ſtrength and colour inſtantly renew*d ; 
Such vigour her celeſtiall kiſſe enſu'd. 
The whole houſe joy'd ; to wit,the parents dear, \ 
And little maid : theſe three the whole houſe were. 
Forthwith they ſet the boord ; curds,apples,plumbs, 
And golden hony in the hony-combs. 
But Ceres faſted,and in milk lukewarm 
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Sleeps midnight-Silence did all things enwrap 3 
Triptolems ſhe takes into her lap : (ſung, 
Thrice ftroak'd him with her hand : three charms ſhe 
Not to be utter'd by a mortall tongue : 
Then rak*d up in hot embers him doth lay, 
That fire might purge his humane drofle away. 
Up ſtarts the fool-kind Mother, and ſtark wild 
Cries out, What mean you ? and ſnatch'd up her childs 
Said ſhe, Th' art evil zn not being 0 : 
By thy fond fear my gifts are fruſtrate now. 
Now be zs Mortal : But befirit ſhall till 
The earth, whoſe plenty ſhall bus garners f:ll. 
Thus forth ſhe goes,and with a cloud attended, 
Her winged-Dragon-mounted coach aſcended. 
| Expoſed Swnion and retir'd Pireum 
And right-hand-ports ſhe ſearch'd,and paſſes by 'um : 
Then from th' «gear all the (yclads ey'd 3 
Hence paſs'd th* Icarian and Ionian wide. 
And throughall Afa's towns the Helleſpont 
She raught, and over ſeyerall climes doth mount. 
For ſpic'd -Arabians ſhe beholds awhile ; 
Then 1nd,Libs,Meroe, and the thirſty ſoil: 
| Then palſs'd Heſperia,Po,the Rhene, and Rhode, 
And Tyber,fince a pow rfull River's God. 
O hold ! our pen in counting all would tire : 
No place on Earth was left unranſack'd by her. 
Yea, Heaven ſhe ſearch'd : and ask'd the fignes that roll 
(Expell'd from th' Ocean) next the frozen Pole z 
Ye Northern Stars, ( ye ſure all aftions know, 
Becauſe ye never dive the ſeas below :) 
Tell what's become of my Perſephone. 
To her demand thus anſwers Helice, 
The Night's not conſcions of ber : ash the Sunnes 
Who ſees what-ever in the Day ts done. 
Sol asked, anſwered, Toil 20 more in vain : 
Thy Daughter's marryed to the Tertian reigne, L 
ons 
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Long having mourn'd to Zove ſhe pleads her caſe ; 
Deep charadters of ſorrow in her face : 

Had you remembred who my Proſerpine 

Begat, your care of her had equall'd mine. 

The whole world's ſearch affords me nought but thy, 
To know my wrong. The Pirate hath hzs prize. 

This forced match my child deſerved not 3 

Nor 1, to have a Sonne-in-law thus got. 

what heaviey thrall could Gyges conqueſt bring 
Then now ſh endures the while her Father's Kang ? 
Shall he goſcot-free © we revengeleſſe mourn © 

Make bim repent his crime, and ber return. 
Jovepacihies : Let Love excuſe, ſaith he 3 

Nor be aſhanid of his affinity. 

He 15 04r Equall. Heaven s my throne : One Brother 
Reigns inthe Ocean ; and in Styx,the other, 

But if no reaſon can thy will perſwade)z 

But thou wilt break a match already made ; 

we*lltry thu means: Sh' 1s thine, if meat ſh abſtein: 
If not, ſhe mit th Infernall Bride remain. 

Caduceys ſails to Styx on nimble wings, 

And quick as thought eye-witnels*d ridings brings z 
She had her ſtomach ſtaid with kernels three 

Of th* apple pluck'd from the pomegranate-tree. 

She mourns as much as if herſelf had now 

Been forc'd away, and ſcarce could grief out-grow : 
And thus ſhe cries, Your heaven to we is hat efull : 
Let me golivein 1 artary more gratefull. 

"This had ſhe done too, but that Fove did ſwear, 

In heaven her Daughter ſhould be halt the yearc. 
With this was Ceres chear'd and comforted, 

And put a corn-car'd garland on her head. 

The reſted fields gave huge encreaſe of grain, 
Whoſe crouded treaſures barns could ſcarce contein, 
White*pleaſes (eres; in her Cereals wear 


White veſtures : black is out of date with her. 
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ove (urnam'd Vittor April's Tdes doth ow : 
This day a Temple unto him did vow. | 
And Liberty, molt fitting for our Nation, 
This day (unlefſe I erre) enjoy'd her ſtation. 

Next day let Sea-men in their ports ſtrike ſail : 
Out of the Weſt come yapouring ſtorms of hail. 
And be ito : yetin theſe ſtony ttorms 
Did Ceſar quell the Mutinenſran arms. 

Now when the third day next the Ides doth riſe, 
A Fordy Cow the high Prieſts ſacrifice. 
A Cow they Forda and Facunda name 
From Fero : Hence ſome think that Fetys came. 
Now beaſts are pregnant ; pregnant are all feeds: 
Pleaſe pregnant Earth a pregnant beaſt mult needs, 
Some in Foves Tower are cffer'd : Thirty more 
Dye in the Wards, whoſe bloud doth drench the floore, 
And when thePricſts have drawn the yong calves forth, 
And laid the Cow's ſlic'd entrails on the hearth, 
The eldeſt Nun the Calves to aſhes drie 
Doth burn, on Pales day to purihe. 

In N#ma's time the Earth the Plowmans pain 
Did not requite 3 but all his pray'rs proy'd vain. 
Sometimes *twas ſcar'd w*t cold raw Northern drought: 
Sometimes *t was dropſr'd by th' exceſſive South, 
Corn in the blade did oft delude the Lord ; 
And Oaten ſtalks did nought but hasks afford, 
Beaſts flunk their young with moſt untimely throws : { 
The Ew in giving life her own did loſe. 
A wood devoted to Menalian Pan 
There it ood, not lately cut by any man : 
There he his notions to the ſoul aſleep 
By night infus'd. Here Numa kills two ſheep : 
The firſt to Pay, the next to Slcep they (lay 3 
And both their fleeces on the ground dilplay. 
Twice with ſpring-water he bedews his hat 
And twice his temples binds with beechen boughs. 
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Fleſh-meat and Wives that night they muſt forbear ; 
Nor any ring upon their fingers wear. 
At eyen to th' God in his ſet form he prayes, 
Then on thoſe new skins down himſelf he layes. 
Anon comes poppy-headed Xight,and brings 
Calm Sleep and floating Dreams on mortall things, 
Pat comes, and trampling on the ſheep-skins ſpread 
With horny hoof, thus on the right ſide ſaid, 
The Earth, King Numa, muſt be reconcil'd 
With two kine's lvves which one aloze muſt yield, 
Fear ſhakes off ſleep. About his thoughts he roll'd 
"The Myſteric, the meaning to unfold. 
Grove-lov'd geria doth the meaning ſhew : 
A Cow with calf is claim d,faith ſhe, of you. 
A Cow with calf is facrific'd ; The yeare 
Becomes more fruitfull : Ground and Cartel bear. 
This day once Venus did compell to run 
Full ſpced, and ſpurr'd the horſes of the Sunne z 
T hat this ſtyle Emperor might Auguſtus young 
Salute next day from his Victorious throng. 
But when the fourth morn from the Ides gives light, 
The Hyads enter Dorzs court that night. 
The third day next the Hyades are gone 
The Race-horle in the liſts are plac'd to run. 
Here let me tell why Foxes in the rails 
Run looſe with fire-links at their backs and tails, 
Through cold Carſeol;, a ſoil but flow 
Tn olives thrift,but apt for corn to grow, 
I took my journey to my native ſeat 
Peligns ſmall, but fed with waters ſweet : 
Into an old acquaintance-houſeT turned 
Juſt as $o{'s coach-horſe had their day's task journey'd. 
He many ſtories us'd to tell me there : 
*Mong which was this, which T muſt mention here, 
Here in this field, (ayes he, and ſhews the field, 
A hardy peaſant with hu houſwifc dwell'd. 
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He in bys ground continually did work 
with ripping plow, with ſuckleg ſpade or fork. 
She in the meadows would [ometimes anake bay, 
Or troden eggs beneath ber clock- bens lay : 
or muſhromes bald or mallows would ſhe pluck 3 
Then makes a fire at her low chinmey's ſtock. 
Tet every day ſhe at her wheel did ſtint ber, 
Toarm ber ſelf againit the frowns of winter. 
A ſonne ſome dozen years of age they bad, 

That kept the fields, a perk unhappy lad, 

Beyond the ſurtheſt willows in yon field 

He caught a Fox that had much poultry kilFd : 

Hys pris act up be wraps in fliraw and bay ; 

Sets it on fire : the Fax eſcapes away, 

And fires the fields of corn whereſ erc he cames _ 

The winds advantag'd that pernicious flame. 

That's ſtill remembred : for now when they burn 

Thijs beait with ſtubble as he burn'd the corn, 

It is a law *mongft our Catleoli, 

To keep no fox 0n purpoſe ſo to dye. 

When Memnor's gold-lock'd mother next comes forth 

In crimſon coach to view th' uncoyer'd earth, 

Sol, leaving that fair Ram that Helleloſt, 

Is enterteined by a ſtouter Hoſt : 

Yet doubt I whether 't is an Ox or Cow : 

None but the former parts thereof do ſhow. 

But be it Bull or Cow, I'm ſure of this, 

At that preferment Zuno vexed is. 

Next morning comes : Pa{z/ia now requires mes 

T'll make reply it Pales bur inſpires me. 

Kind Pales, help : Thy paſtoral rites I ſing : 

As I deyoutly do diſcharge each thing. 

I oft Calves-aſhes and Bean-ſtraws c held, 


With burn'd purgations in a hand well fll'd: , 
Ofc o're the bone-fires have I tane three hops, 
And dew'd my ſelf with Holy-water drops, 
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The Lady mov'd did my petition mind. 

Our ſhips lanch'd forth,and hath got fair wind, 

Sirs, fetch perfume from Yeſta's Altars ; the 

Aﬀerds it you, your ſclyes to purifie, 

With theſe three Simples fumigate you muſt, 

With Horſe-bloud, Bean-ſtraw;and a flunk Calf's duſt, 
In th* evening, Shepherds, purge your paſtur'd Sheep : 
Firſt ſprinkle waters, and your ſtall-floores ſweep : 
Trim up your O_ with green herbs and boughs, 
And with long garlands hang your gates and houlc ; 
Raiſe up blue fumes of brimitone pure and clean, 

And ſmoke your cattel till they bleat again. 

Gumme, Sabine weeds, and barren Olives lay 

Upon the fire, withall the crackling Bay. 

Firſt-fruits of Millet, with the basket, fire : 

This countrey-Dame that meat doth much defire. 
Then adde the Milk-5owl with her cates,and pray, 

To her preſenting luke-warm milk,and lay, 

. Great © ueen for ay both Sheep and Shepherds ſhield : 
Be all offenſes from out falls expelld. 

If under holy trees I've laid my head ; 

If flocks on holy ground or graves have fed, 

Or enter'd groves divine ;if that cur eye 

Have made the Goat=-foot-God or Nympbs to flie ; 

If that my hook your groves of boughs bereaves, 

To feed my ſick ſheep with a truſſe of leaves : 

Forgive the crime © and when it bails, my croud 

Admit with me into Pan's caves to ſhroud. 

Forgive, 0 N.ymphs, if we your fountains ſweet 

Have txoubled, or our cattel with thear feet. 

Dear © ueen, thou all the Fountains with their Powers 
F or us appeaſe, with Gods of grovy Bowers. 

Nor Nympbs, nor Cynthia zn ber ciſtern play 

Let us not ſee, nor Pan in fields all day. 

Let men and beafts be hail and freed from griefs : 
Preſerve our dogs,that us preſerve from thiefs. 

Let's 
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Let's not at even bring tale uneven with morn, 
Nor ſadly ſhew the 5kuns of cattel torn, 
Keep off baſe Dearth : let graſſe and ti ees ſpring freſh, 
And ſprings of water, both to drink and waſh. 
Let kine grve milk, mulk cheeſe,and cbeeſe good coin : 
Le: wholeſome whey through ofjer-cheeſe-bowls drains 
Let rams be frolick, and the ews their ſeed 
In time bring forth and many young lambs breed. 
All yield full fleeces, work, not harſh, but fine 
, For maids, and pliant to the fingers twine, 
Grant theſe our pray'rs,and we will every yeare 
Tothee the © een of Shepherds make this chear. 
Thus pray: And turn'd to th'Eaſt, four ttmes this matter 
Repeat: then waſh thy hands in freſh ſpring-water, 
Then in a beaker, or a milk-diſb for it, 
Carouſe milk mingled with decodted claret. 
Then o're the crackling ſtubble at the laſt 
Your ſturdy bodies in a quick leap caſt. 

The manner's told : th? originall remains : 
Whoſe number troubles and our work deteins., 
Fire iS a purger 3 itrefines each metall : 
Therefore may purge the Shepherd with his cattel. 
For ſince all things have two contrary ſeeds, 
The Fire and Water, whence each compound breeds ; 
Theſe Simples, Fire and Water, Fathers old 
The beſt purgations for our bodies hold. 
Or *cauſe theſe are the very grounds of life ; 
The exuls lofle ; the portion of the wife. 
Iſcarce believe *t: Some think there's underſtood 
The fire of Phaethon and Deucalion's floud. 
Some ſay a Shepherd ſtriking of a flint 
Perceiv*d ſome ſudden ſeeds of fixe within *r : 
The firſt ſpark dy'*d 5 the next doth tinder take ; 
This th* argument of Pales fire they make. 
Or from e«Xneas, to whole flight the flame 
Did give a harmcfle way, this cuſtome came, — 
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This is the likelier : Rome now rais'd, the King 
Commands his Gods to their new ſeats to bring. 
'The Shepherds all in their new t-anſmizracions 
Ser fire upon their old thatch'd habitations : 
Then with their flocks they all leap'd through the lay : 
Which till is ated on Romes natall day. 
Mere chance to Romes firſt birth me now doth bring : 
© girinus,favour,while thy deeds I ſing, 
Amulius bloud his tyrants ſcore had paid : 
Thecrue of ſhepherds now two Lords obey'd. 
They both agreed into one town to call | 
The Boores 3 but argu'd. who ſhould build the wall. 
Sayes Romulus, What need this ſtrife or words 2? 
Birds will direft us : let's conſult with birds. 
Agreed : To grovy Palatine he climbs 
And hethe top of Aventine betimes, 
Six Remus \pies 3 his Brother,twelve : he yields : 
And Fomulys at his ele&ion builds. 
A day is choſe to furrow out the wall : 
"They worthip Pales,and to work they fall. 
Down to the firm ground do they dig a ditch : 
Then caſt in corn : From neighbouring lands they fetch 
Earth to fill't up ; and on the filV'd ditch raiſe 
An altar, and / Ln make a freſh fire blaze. 
'Thence with a dike he marks the wall : T he plow 
Is carry'd by a ſnow-white Ox and Cow, 
Tove, proſper our deſjene, the King thus pray'd ; 
Thou Fithir 1 Mars + Vella ut. F 
And all ye Gods, on whom 1 ought to call, 
with all your favours let me raiſe this wall, 
Be this the Lady of the world ſor ay, : 
Both to the riſing and the ſetting day. 
Thus pray'd the King. ove proſp'rouſly reply*d 
From heaven with thunder on the left-hand-ſide. 


All, joy'd at th omer, their foundation laid : 


And in ſhort time a perk new wall is made. 


The 
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The cn . appoints S* {efer t' overſee 
The work : S* Celer, have a care faith he, 
That 20 man 0 re the wall or ditch duth paſſe ; 
whoever dares it hnoch him down 7th" place. 
This Remus knew not ; but the walls ſo low 
Begins to flour: 711 theſe keep o#t the foe ? 
Straight leaps he over. Celer knocks him down, 
He in his bloud falls headlong with a grone, 
This news the King, ſoon as it touch'd his ears, 
Wounds to the ſoul : He ſwallows boſome-tears, 
And ſhrines his ſorrow for his honour's ſake : 

Such leaps,cries heylet all eur foes bere take. 
Yer at hjs exequies he could not choole 
But weep : imprifon'd piety breaks looſe. 
He kiſs'd the herſe whereon his body lics ; 
Adien, dear brother, to my wo, he cries. 
Then mournfull Acca in her looſe atrire 
* With Fauftulus anoint him for the fire, 
The youth, not yet enſtall'd Dxirites, mourn : 
The wept-o're pile is laſtly fir'd to burn. 
The City's built. O who would then have dream'd 
She e're ſhould trample o're the whole world tam'd ! 
Reigne ever under our victorious _ 
Of this great title ſtill reſerve a treaſure: 
And while thou ſtand'R above the world extoll'd; 
Bencath thy skirts the Earth ſubje&ed hold. 

I've done with Pales, Now Vinalia 
T'll fing. Yet *twixt the twain there is one day. 
All common harlots,enxs now adore : 
She furthers your Profc{lions gain the more. 
With incenſe fum'd ask beauty, all mens love, 
Alluring geſtures, and quaint jeſts to moye. 
Give water-Mint and Myrtle to your Queeny 
| With weaves of Roſes ty'd with ruſh-films green. 
Her Chapell next Collina's portall fill, 
Which takes its name from th' old S;cilia? hill. 
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Mark Claudius Arethuſzan Syracuſe 
And Eryx mountain both in warre ſubdues. 

Then Yenus by the aged Sbylls verſe 

Was brought to her Sonne's land, which ſhe preferres, 
Why then (you ask) call we /'inalia 

This Yenus-feaſt ? and why is it Zoves day ? 

Prince Turnys and <Aneas A a Maid 

Made warres. Young Turns ſeeks th' Etruſcane aid. 
AMezentius was a wartiour of great note z 

On 'horſe-back furious, but more fierce on foot : 
Whom Turns with his Rutuls to their fide 

Intreat. The Tyſcane Captain thus repli'd, 

«© Theſe wounds and arms oft dy'd in my own bloud 
*© Can witnefle, Prowefſe me ſome price hath ſtood. 
&© Petitioners, ho great reward I ask ; 

& But halfyour vintage in the next years cask. 

« We 1 ſtraight to work, The conqueſt *s ours: get you 
« But wine, T he foe ſhall our agreement rue. 

"The Rutuls yield. Mezentias is array'd : 
So is eXneas ; and to Fove thus _ 
Our foes have vow'd their wines to th? Tyrrhene Kyng * 
Jove,wine to thee from Latine vines we *ll bring. 

The better vow prevails. Mezentins ſlain 

Kicks at the ground in his fell ſouls diſdain. 
Blout Autumne in grape-ſoiled weeds array d 
Was come : To ove the promis'd wine is pay d. 
Hence is this day enſty1'd F;nalia © Fove 

Doth challenge it 3 and much the feaſt doth love. 

When April now hath gained fix dayes more, 
The Spring hath waſted half her pregnant ſtore. 

In vain thou ſeek'ſt the Fam which Helle bear : 

Show'rs will give fignes: The Dog doth now appear. 
As from Nomentum 1 return'd this day 

To Xome, a white train mects me in the way, 

A Flamez into Fiſts old groved'd hie, 

[The entrails of a Dog and Shcep to frie, 
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I went along to learn that ſervice : There 
© uirinus Prieſt thus praying I did heare, 
« Rough Ruſt, forbear our Cereal ſtore to fpoil, 
© And let the ſmooth blade gliſter on the ſoil, 
«& Permit our = to ripen full and fair; 
« Nurs'd by the favour of a temperate aire. 
c« Great is thy power : the corn which thou doſt ruſt 
c« The ſory Farmer doth account as loſt, , 
« Nor winds,nor nipping froſts,nor tempeſts ſtrong 
&« Can work ſuch hurt and do the corn ſych wrong 
« As when the Suns hot gleams the dank blade-warm : 
« Then is thy time, dread Queen, to do the harm. 
, « O ſpare ! take off from corn thy fingers rough : 
& Hurt not our food : Thou cant : be that enough. 
* Fat up dire Ir'n,and not our food from us : 
* Firſt ruine that, which is ſo ruinous. | 
« On Swords and waſtfull weapons rather ſeiſe : 
« No need of them 5 the world now lives in peace. 
© Letcountrey-tools,the Spade,the Rake, the Share, 
& Now gliſter bright : foul nought bug tools of Warre. 
& And when a ſouldier would his ſword untheath; 
«© Let tugging at it put hing out of breath, 
* Ne'r maiſt thou deal with (eres 3 but alway 
© Let carcfull Farmers to thy abſence pray. 
He ends. His towel fring'd with calted locks 
On's right fide lay, with wine and th' incenſe-box. 
I faw him burn his wine and incenſe then, 
With th? entrails of the Sheep and Dog unclean. 
To know the ground of this {trange ſacrifice 
I ask'd the Flamen: who to me replies, 
© There is a Dog Icarzys call'd, the fire 
« Of whoſe aſpeS both ſoil and ſced doth tire : 
;. © To that Dog-ſtarre this dog we burn in flame : 
&* Nor know I any reaſon butthe name. 
When thrice Tithonia Priam's Brothers Bride 
Is maxch'd forth, uſher'd by her gallant guide, 
I z With 
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| With crowns of flow'rs behold the Flow*ry © ueey x 
Now liberall Mirth luxuriates on the Scene. 
Next Calends ends the feaſt ; I'll mention *t then: 
A greater task now calls away my pen, 
This day doth Yefta in her Cokn s ſhrine 
Condlude : juſt Senatours did ſo combine. 
One ſhare hath Phebus ; Yeſta hath the ſecond z 
With whom Liege Ceſar in the third is reckon'd. 
Let Oaken boughs and laſting Laurell crown - 
'This Temple, which conteins three Gods in one. 


The end of the fourth Book: 
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The fifth Book ; 
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MAY. 


The Argument. 


—_ Muſes Deſtants on the name of May. ? 
The Hyads call 'd from Hyas made a prey. 

© yeen Flora's Playes and praiſes : every part + 

Of her feaſt ſhown : Mars born by Flora s art. 

01d Chiron's ſtory. Rites to Spirits pale 

From Remus nam'd. Orion, and his tale. 

A temple to Bis-ultor Mars. Joves cheat. - 

The Nuns Ruſh-piftures into T iber let, 

The Merchants pray of cheats ts Mercurie. 

The Twins, More dayes of much diver ſtie. 


#247 Ou ask me, whence this Month is called 
WL 1 ay. 
> 1 m_ not well what reaſon down to 
A ay. 
USU4e Juſt as a traveller, when as he views 
More paths, ſtands ſtill, and knows not which to chule: 
So know not], becauſe I have ſuch ſtore, 
What cauſe to give : even plenty makes me poore. 
Relate, ye Nymphs of Hippocrene, that dwell 
About the lovely + a4 well. 
| TheSiſters differ, Then Poly'mnia fair 
Firſt ſpeaks ; The reſt in ſilence all give ear, 
I 3 when 


| I02 


Ovids Feſtivals, May. 


hen Chaos wronght,and theſe three bodjes made, 
And that huge maſſe was into forms convey'd, 
Earth's load preſs d downward,and attratts the Sea : 
Heaven mounted by its native levitie : 

Sunne, Moon,and Starres,clogg'd with no groſſer weieht, 
with all their barneſſe elevated ſtraight. 

But for a time Earth gave no place to Heaven 

Nor Starres, to Sol : All dignities were even, 

Ofttimes a God but of the vulgar race 

Preſum'd to take grand Saturn's rojall place. 

Each nateleſſe Deity would by Ocean old 

Sit cheek by joul. Oft Tethys was controll'd. 

Till awfull Reverence and Honour grave 

Seats ſittable to every perſon Fave. © 

Hence Majelty, which all the world doth ſway 

Did ſpring 3 accounted great on ber birth-day. 

Amid Heaven s palace was ſhe ſtraight extoll'd, 

Array'd in purple and tranſparent gold. 

Pale Fear and modeſt Shame ſate by her ſrde : 

And all the Gods with like-ſram'd looks ber ey'd, 
Straitht Zeal of Honour ſeix'd ther minds: all ſauout 
Repute and Worth, and aym to purchaſe favour. 

For many yeat's in Heaven remain'd thy (tate ; 

Till F ather Saturn was expel'd by fate. 

Thoſe moniirous Giants then the Earth did bear 
Whoſe hands t' invade the court of Jove did dare : 
With bundred hands to them ſhe ſnakes feet gave 
The Gods themlelves, cries ſhe, in warres outbraye. 
Up to the welkin with audacious might 

They mountains pil 'd, and challeng'd Jove to fight. 

He from his tow'r diſcharg'd bs thunder ftraight, 
And on th* invaders pates whelm'd that vaſt weight. 
Thus Majeſty by Jove his arms protefted 

The conqueft wonne,and ſice hath been reſpeftcd. 
With Jove ſhe ſits,dnd u his guardian ſure : 

vid ſans confliaint enftates bis reigne ſecure. 
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01 earth ſhe came,ador dby divers Sages, 
Quirinus, Numa, z# their ſeveral ages. 
She Parents honour for them doth defend : 

To fair and virtuous youth ſhe is a friend. 

The rvory-Bench and Roads enſtall'd ſhe graces : * 
0n crowned Steeds ſhe in proud triumph paces, 

Poly'mnia ends,and is approv'd in all 
By Clio and Thalia lyricall. 

Urania follows : All are whiſt and Rill ; 
And her voice onely now the Quire doth fl : 
Of old great reverence had the hoary bead ; 

And wrinkled Age was bighly bonoured. 
Youth praftic d warfare with a ſprightfull hand, 
And march'd in colours for ther Gods and land. 
Old Age.but weak, nor fit = battels brave, 
Did aid their {/auntrey by their counſels grave. 
The Court was then for none but Seniours free 
And Senate comes from Senioritie. 
Old men kept Courts : The law was onely ty'd 
To that calm age 3 which thence was dignifs'd. 
01d men 'twixt young without diſtaſt have gone 3 
And in the middle, if there were but one. 
Who dar'd a raſh word near a Seniour's eare 
To ſpeak £ A (enſure be ſhould ſurely bears 
Quirinus knowing this the Sages choſe 
Hy cities new ſtate-matters lo diſpoſe. 
Hence, to renown thoſe Majors who did ſway 
Thoſe times, I bold this Month is called May. 
And Numitor,whom he could not deny, 
would bave this Month giv n to Majority. 
Nor ill ſucceſſe bad this ſame pledge of grace : 
June, nam'd of Juniours, follows next im place. 
Then Queen of all (alliopea fair 

Began : green ivie crown'd her fluent hair : 
Oceanus, whoſe ſtreams the Earth confine, 
To watry Tethys did in wedlock joyn, » 
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Hence Pleione deſcended, who did wed 
Heaven=propping Atlas,and the Pleiads bred. 
The ret in beauty fame reports that May 
Excell d, aud Jove enamour'd with her lay. 

She on Cyllene's cypreſſe- crown did bear 

7 be Poſt of heaven, whoſe pinions cut the aire. 
Arcadia gder then the Moon (ome bold, 

Huge Mznalus,fwiſt Ladon, bims extoll'd: 
Evander, baniſh'd from th' Arcadian ſhore, 

Came into Latwum, and his Gods brought ore. 

T ben whereas Rome the world's chief head now ſtands, 
rrere beaſts, and trees, and ſtalls about the lands. 
Here ſailing 3 Hold, his learned Mother cry'd : 
For in thoſe fields a Kingdome's plat T've ſpi'd. 
Hu Propheteſſe and Mother be obey d, 

And on that unacquainted ſhore there ſtay'd. 

He taught theſe nations many ſervices, 

Both horn-hoof 'd Pans and winged Mercuries. 
The girt Luperci worſhip hal{-goat Pan 

when with their thongs about tbe Ftreets they ran. 
But witty-(hirking Mercurie, whofram'd 

The Hap, this manth from bis fair Mother nans'd. 
Nor was't bis firit good deed: for he made even 
Hu Harp-ſtrings number with the Pleiads ſeven. 
She ended too : her Siſters did apprave, 

My thoughts their reaſons all alike do moye. 
Like thanks,ye Muſes, I to you expreſle : 


; Norcan Ipraile you either more or leſle. 
Jove leads my work: This night the Starre we ſpie 


Which was officious to Zaves Infancie. 

The wet Olenian Goat now riſing ſee, 

Whom Heaven rewarded for her nurſerie. 
Nymph Amalthea, fam'd in (retane 1de, 

ove her young nurſling in the woods did hide. 
She had a Goat two little twins that bred, 
Ot all DicFean flocks the faireſt head 3 


With 
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With ſtately horns, which to her back did bend, 
And teats that might Zoves 'nurſe right well commend, 
She ſuckled 7ove : But in a tree ſhe broke 
Her horn: the beauty half away this took. (it 
The Nymph took't up,8& crown'd with flow'rs ſhe fill'd 
With dainty fruits, and to Foves mouth ſhe held it. 
HeavenszCommon-wealth and Fathers throne when he 
Poſleſs'd, and hel4 the ſole Supremacie, 
He made his nurſe a Signe 3 his nurſes horn, 
Aſpring, which fince the miſtreſle name hath born. 

May's Calends ſees the little Images 
And th' altar rais'd to Layes Prefiites. 
The Altar for the Cures was ; but down 
| 'T is beat by age and time that waſteth ſtone, 
Becauſe their vigilance make all things ſure, 
They ſtand for us, and keep the walls ſecure, 
And are affiſtant, and in every need 
Are preſent, we this name to them aread, 

A os ha their feet in the ſame ſtone carv'd 
* Doth Rand ; of which this reaſon is obſerv'd. 
Both lov'd of maſters : both the houſe defend : 
Both God and Dog the three-leet wayes dotend. 
By Dogs and Gods {lie thieves away are ſcar'd : 
Thoſe Gods with Dogs do ever watch and ward. 
| TheSratues twain of theſe twin-Gods I fought : 
But their decay conſuming T ime had wrought. 
Our City hath a thouſand Lares more, 
| With their Sires Ghoſt, which countrey-men adore. 
| Where wander I ? T hele lines arc Auguſis task. 
Mean while S* Boz in our verſe ſhould mask. 
There is a mafſe by Nature wrought, no ſmall 
| Dart of a mountain : which the Stoze we call. * 

On this did Remus Rtand,although in vain, 
When to his Brother fowls did give the reigne. 
There Fathers on that eafie hill did build 
| A Chapell, whicha man deteſted held. 
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Nun (laudia,of the (lauſ?s familie, 

Did vow*t ; a maid unſtain'd with Venerie« 

Queen Liv4a did repair it, who preſents 

In all her a&s her Lords magnificence. 

When Phe&bys next the Eaſtern gates unbarres, 

And with bright taper damps the languiſh'd ſtarres, 

T he cold north-welt-wind *mongſt the corn-earsſports, 

And white flags ſally from the Capreaz ports, 

But when the Evening leads the Night on clear, 

T he Hyads ſparkling bevy all appear, 

The Bulls ſnout ſhines with ſeven refulgent flames, 

Which Grecia Hyads from their ſhowring names, 

Some think they Bacchys nurs'd:Some think them thus, 

T he ſeed of Tethys and Oceanus. 

As yet grand Atlas had not ſhoulder'd Heaven, 

When Hyas.iflu'd with his Siſters ſeven : 

Which AZthra Oceaxs daughter bred and nurs'd : 

But Hyas was the faireſt and the firſt. 

He in his youth the trembling Roe would chaſe; 

Sometimes the Hare would make a ſportfull race: 

But whenas yearsencreas'd his ſtrength he would 

With Boars encounter and the Lion bold. 

Art length he vent'ring for to ſteal away 

A Lion's whelps became a Lion's prey. 

Both Mothers, Siſters, Atlas now to (ail 

With heaven on's neck; their Hyas all bewail, 

The Siſters yet ſurpaſs'd their parents piety : 

Their Hyas gave them names;their loye a Deity, 
Come,Queen of Flow rs,renown'd in jocund playes; 

T'rh* former month I did deferre thy praiſe. 

In April thou beginn'ſt, and end in May: 

With thee one comes in, th' other goes away. 

Since both their confines do pertein to thee, 

Both to thy honour may devoted be. 

'T he Cirk with ſpeeches cry'd on Theaters 


May, 
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Thou know*ſt ; inform me : mens opinions erre : 


| Thou art thine own names beſt interpreter, 


To my requeſt this anſwer ſhe bequeath'd, 
Whiles from her lips the vernall Roſes breath'd ; 
Once Chloris, now I'm Flora call'd : the ſound 
of Latine letters doth the Greek confound : 
Chloris, a Nymph of that delicious field 

where thoſe blist men didlzve i times of eld. 

It were not modeſty for me to tell 

My beauty, which did pleaſe a God ſo well. 

I walk d ith" Spring : me Zephyr ſpies : 1 flic: 
He follows me, and ſwifter proves then T. 

His brother Boreas lends him all bis aid, 

Who once did raviſh th* Erichthean maid. 


, Yet far bis rape, by making me his wife, 


He made amends. 1 cannot blame my liſe. 

My Spring is conſtant ; all my ſeaſon *s good * 

Ay trees with leaves, my ground us clad with food. 

I bave a garden in my dowry-fields 

Cull'd by kind airs and cool'd by courteous 11s. 

Here with rare ſweets my busband deck'd mybowers ; 
Sweet wife, (aith he,be thou the Queen of Flowers. 
Totell therr colours I have oft intended : 

'T was vain 3 their number all accounts tranſcended. 
Soon as their leaves have left their gemmy drops, 
And Sol's beams warm their particolour'd tops, 

The How rs, broydred gowns atray'd, come hither, 
And my endowments m light baskets gather. 

Then come the Graces. and quamt garlands hcre 
And coronets weave for the Gods to weat « 

I firſt did ſcatter ſeverall ſeeds all ore 

The Earth ; which but one colour had before. 

A flaw'r of Hyacinthus bloud I made 3 

Whoſe leaves expreſſe his Elegie moſt ſad. 

Thou alſo, Narcifle, through the fields art knows : 
Unhappy youth,that were pot two for one « 


Young 
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Young Crocus, Acis, and Adonis ſee, 

whoſe dying blouds were dignift d by me. 

Mars (thou maiſt know't) was born too by my thill : 
Heaven grant that trick from Jove be hidden ſtill. 
<2 yeen Juno griev'd that Jove without ber aid 
Brought forth the motherleſſe Athenian Maid, 
Comes toold Ocean for to make her mone z 
. And at our gate quite tired fits her down. 

Great Queen,ſaid I,what cauſe hath thee here brought ? 
She told me whom, and for what cauſe,ſhe ſought. 
To ber 1 us'd ſome words of comfort there. 

Bare words, ſaith ſhe, will never cure my care, 

Tf 7ove could his paternity enlarge 

Sans uſe of wife,and both our parts diſcharge 3 
Why may not I as well a mother be 

Without his help, and breed with chaſtitie ? 

All charms and mixtures both in land and ſeas 
T'll ſearch, and tric, and grope the S:ygian lees, 
She ſtill talk'd on. My looks my doubt betray'd. 

O Nymph, cries ſhe, thy looks do promiſe aid, 
Thrice 1 refolv'd to ſpeak 3 and thrice T held : 
Great Joves ſad anger me with trouble fill'd, 

I pray thee help, /azd ſhe ; Thy a& moſt ſure 
Shall be conceal'd : to this I Styx adjure, 

A flower, ſaid 1, ſent from th' Olenian helds 
Will do the deed : but one my garden yields. 
The giver bade me touch a barren Cow, 

'T will make her breed. Itry'd; and it did fo. 

I pluck'd the flow'r, and touch'd ber with it : ſhe 
with touch of it conceiv'd immediately. 

Now to Propontis left-hand doth ſhe turn, 

And Thrace,being big with childywhere Mars was born, 
ho ſtill remembring of bus birth by me, 

Thou in our town thalt have a place, ſaid be. 

Nor think my power (oft garlands onely yields : 
It doth extend as wei; to corn-(own fields. 
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If Corn blooms well, the harveſt will berich : 
If Vines bloom well, 't will make the branches ſtretch. 
If Olives bloom well,”t 3s chearly yeare : 
Both Plumbs and Apples their ſucceſſe have here. 
If blooms be nip'd,both Beans and Peaſe decay; 
And ſorrein Nilus Lentils fade away. 
Wine alſo flow'rs, laboriouſly tunn'd up 
In buts ; and thick clouds ſwim about the top. 
Hony is mine © the Hony-bees I ſet 
0n Thyme, = —_ eo Violet. 
- wealſo ſport the fragrant flow'rs among, 
when PL th is Carnd, blouds freſh,and bodies yoring. 
This her diſcourſe in filence I admire. 
Saith ſhe, Speak freely, if you ought require. 
Lady, ſaid 1, thy Games firft pedigree 
Relate. T ceas'd : And ſhe replies to me, 

The othey tovls of Luxury unfound, 
That man was rich that Cattel kept and ground : 
Hence Locuples,ad bence Pecunia came. 
But now each man anothers wealth did claim. 
The cuftome was to feed the peoples Commons 
Without controllment : they long tume were no mans. 
Sans law the people did their Commons keep : 
He was a cburl that by bimſelf fed ſheep. 
This liberty the Publick A. diles made 
For th* Commons : Men before no courage had. 
Some Judges took the cauſe in hand, and fin'd 
The wrong full. Honours to their place were joyn d. 
Part of the fine to me was contributed : 
And with applauſe my Games weve inflituted, 
Plac'd on the hills fide, then a cliff buge tall ; 
Now *t us good way, which ye Publicius call. 

I thought her Games had every yeare been plaid. 
She did deny it, and again thus (aid, 
We joy in honours both of Feafts, Fires, Fanes:;  *" 
We Delies are all ambitions trains, 

Men 


Oft bave 1 ſeen Jove, hurling his fire-ſtorm, 
At frght of incenſe bold his threatning arm. 
But if contemn'd, the wrong we do require 
with heavy vengeance, and exceed in ire. 
See Mcleager burn'd with abſent brand, 
*Cauſe Dian's altay did negletied ſtand. 

The ſame Pow'7/s weapons Niobe afflicted : 
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Men bave with ſinnes incenſ'd the Gods ofttimes ; 
Then flatter'd them with offrings for their crimes. 


A Maid, yet twice reveng'd ber bearths negleFed. 


Hippolytus, when torn with frighted jteeds, 
How fain would be have honour'd Venus deeds. 
*T were long to tell the errours of this hind. 

My ſelf once ſlipp'd out of the Romanes mind z 
what ſhould 1 do ? how ſhew my diſcontent ? 
what damages ſhould my diſgrace invent ? 

Sad, 1 my office cait aſide. 1 varniſh'd 


No meads : each garden lay unprix'd, ungarniſh d. 


The Lilies dy'd : the Violets dry'd away : 
The ſtrings of ambre-Saffron did decay. 
Oft cry'd my Zephyr, O dothou not (poil 


Thy dow'r ! My dow'r to me was then but wile. 


The Olive-blooms were nipp d by tetchy wind : 
Corn-blooms the hailfiones did to pouder erind. 


The Vine was bopefull : but the South did frown, 


And forced ſhow'7s did beat the bloſſomes downs. 
IT would not be, nor is my wrath extreme : 
But I then car d not for protefting them. 


The Fathers met : and, ſhould the yeare well flower, 


An annuall feaſt they vow'd unto my Power. 
T yielded to their vow : To me my Playes 
7'wo Conſiuls, Lenas and Poſthumius, 7aiſe. 

I would have ask*'d why luch licentious jeſts 
And wanton ſports were uſed in her feaſts : 
But I bethought me z She's no Power auſtere : 
But all her gitts arc for delight andchear, 


Brows 
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Brows are embroydered with ſpruce garlands ſew'd, 
And tables cover'd with freſh roſes ſtrew'd. 
The bouzy gueſt, deck'd with a filmeflower crown, 
In drunken garb there dances up and down : 
| And's head withoyl and flow'rs and wine well-lin'd, 
T-He Catches fings at 's Sweethearts doore unkind; 
Crown'd remples meddle with no ſerious matter 
Nor are flow rs us'd in Sinking of fair water. 
Till Achelogs temper d was with wine, 
Flow'rs in their drinking men did never joyn. 
Flow'rs Bacchus loves: Ariadne's crown can tell 
That flow'rs and gatlands pleaſe him paſſing well. 
Scenes mirthfull pleaſe her ; She does not belong, 
| Not ſhe (believe me) to the Tragick throng. 
But why do Strumpets in theſe joviall playes 
The mymicks a& I eaſily learn'd the caule. 
She's none of thoſe ſame grave and ſtately Dames : 
To vulgar people ſhe allows her games 3 
And bids then uſe Youth's flow before *r is worn : 
The Roſe once wither'd men deſpiſe the Thorn. 
But why, ſaid I, ſince Ceres is in white, 
Art thou in particolour'd garments dight ? 
Is't *cauſe her barveſt bath that onely hue, 
And in thy flow'rs all colours are to view? 
She becken'd. From her head the flow'cs dropp'd down 
As thick as roſes on a table ſtrown. 
The Lights remain'd: whoſe cauſe was yet conceal'd. 
To clear my ignorance ſhe the cauſe reyeal'd ; 
Becauſe my Flowers ſhine in purple rayes, 
Therefore theſe Tapers well do ſuit m) dayes. 
| Or 'cauſe my Flow'rs in colours bright do ſhine, 
As well as Flames,and both attraft the eyne. 
0r "cauſe Nights freedome to my ſports agree. 
_ Let thys laſt reaſon bet accounted be, 
One thing more briefly 1 have yet to ſay, 
If I may ask, (aid 1, Said ſhe, You may. ' 
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why is the daftard Goat and frightfull Hare 
For Lions fierce preſented in a ſnare ? 
Not woods, but gardens are our intereſt, 
Sayes ſhe : Our fields ſcarce ſee a ſavage beait. 
All ended thus. She vaniſh'd preſently, 
Andleft an odour of her Deity. 
That Naſo's name may flouriſh with his meaſures, . - 
O ſtrew his fanſie with thy flow ry treaſures / 
T he third night after Chiron in his courſe 
Draws forth his Starres ; half-man,and half a horſe. 
eMmonias Pelion to the South inclines, 
Whole ſides with Oaks,whoſe head is clad with Pines, 
Here juſt old Chiron dwelt,as fame doth ay : 
His caves old crunk remains ſtill to this day, 
Hedid inſtru m numbers Lyricall 
Thoſe hands which after were great HefFor*s fall. 
Alcides, with the moſt part of Fis toils 
Now well accompliſh'd,thither comes the whiles. 
Here met by chance were thoſe two fates of Troy 3 
The great Tirynthian,and th' e-Smonian Boy. 
Sage Chiron kindly welcomes him,and there 
Asks of his travels ; which he doth declare. 
Mean while the Club and Lion's skin he view'd : 
How well, ſaith he, do arms and armour ſuit ! 
Nor could Achilles hands themſelyes contein 
From feeling of the Lion's briſtly train, 
The old man poifing of the ſhafts, lets fall 
A poil” ned dart,and prick'd his foot withall. 
Forth doth he draw it with a monefull crie : 
Alcides and Achilles both reply. 
Yet he with herbs of thoſe Theſſalian hills 
— hr in vain the raging feſter ſtills, 
The poiſon overcomes his ſalve ; and now 
O're all his joynts the venomes taint doth grow. 
The Centaurs with the Hydra's bloud impure 


Infetcd will admit nor eaſe nor cure. | 
Achille 
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Achilles drown'd-in tears dath him deplore: 
The death of Peters could have claim'd no more. 
Oftwith his hand his fainting pulſe he try'd : 
Ofc kiſs'd he him 3 and lying by him, cry'd, 
0 live ! not-laavs thy pupith, iy dear father ! 
What fruit of nianners did the Teacher gather !_ 
The ninth day came, Juſt Cbjron intwice feven 
Bright Starres is fixed in the ſpangled heaven. 
The wreathed Hayp defires to follow him : 
Not yet : the third night is a fitter time. 
The day beforethe Nones appear we may 
Obſerve the Scorpion ſhine in heaven half way. 
Hence when thrice Phoſphor ſhews his gilded face, 
And fainting Starres have thrice to Sol giv'n place, 
The Night-Lemwria an old Rite is pay'd, 
And dirges to the filent Ghoſts are Gd, 
Th' old yeare was fhort : Unknown the Febraa were 3 
And double 7anmns did nor guide the yeare. 
Yevto the Dead their gifts they did diſcharge : 
The pious-Sonne his Fathets tomb did purge. 
This was in May from Majors firſt deduc'd, 


* Inawhich are ſome of thoſe old rites ſtill us'd. 


About midnight, when Sleep and Silence fill 

The drow ſte Fol and dogs and birds are ſtill; 
Therite-remembring, Gholt-abhorring Sunne 
Ariſes gently,and no ſhoes puts on ; 

Then points with his clos'd fingers and his thumb 
Put in the midſt, leſt Ghoſts ſhould near him come. 
Then in ſpring-water he his hands doth cleanſe ; 
But firſt doth roll about his mouth blue beans : 


| Then ore his ſhoulders throws them down: Sayes he, 


Theſe beans I throw my houſe and ſelf tofree. 

Nine times *r is ſaid. The Ghoſt doth trace his track ; 
And picks them up, if that he looks rfot back. 

Again he waſhes ; then a baſcn beats ; 


And ſo the Spirits to leave his houſe intreats, 
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Then nine times crying, Kzndred-Ghoſts, bs rone 

He looketh back, 94> purel +4 _ 
I am uncertain of th' Originall 

Of this day's name : ſome God I now muſt call, 

Cyllenius,teach me : Thou with powerfull Rod 


- Oft wview'ſt the palace of the Stygian God. 


Invok'd C aducifer applies, Sayes he, 

The reaſon heare. And thus he tells it me x 
When Xomulys had paid the obſequie 

To's Brother, hapleſle in agilitie, 

Poore Fauſtulus, and Acca with torn hairs 
Belave his burned bones in willing tears. 

At evening home they come with hearts full ſad, 
And caſt themſelyes on their hard bed unmade. 
The gory Ghoſt of Femyus by their bed 
Appears to them, and ſoftly whiſpered, 

Lo, I the half of all your labours kind ! 

Bebold my change, from what to what declin'd ! 
who, if the Birds had been my friends, within 
My peoples walls the Captain might bave bin. 
Now 2 your Remus but a dram of air, 

A flitting relique of the piles impaiy. 

Ab ! where's my Father Mars, (if you ſaid true) 
By whoſe inſtiatt a wild beaſts teat we drew ? 

A wolf did nurſe, a Subjeft murder'd me : 

How much more h umane was the beait then be ?! 
Thou cruel Celer, yield thy ſoul and dye, 

And be a bloudy Ghoſt as well as 1. 

'T was not my Brothers mind ; his pious cares 
Did what they could, diſcharge their due in teats, 
Him by yout tears intreat, and ſood you gave, 
That he a day would ſacer tomy grave. 

Thus ſpake he. They him to embrace afſay 
The flippery vapour flitters quite away. 

Sleep from their eyes this vilion off doth ſhake 3 
In whoſe relation to the King they make, 


Him 
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Him Romulrts obey'd : and calls that day 
—_ in - har Ar theſe rites they —_ 
By time the letter that begins the word 
Ischang'd.; the ſharp into a mild transferr'd, 
Hence dead mens Ghoſts we Lemures do call : 
This is the words dire originall. 
Our Anceſtours barr'd up their Temples in 
Theſe balefull dayes, as now is to be ſeen. 
Ill eimes for widows wedding, or for maid : 
Thoſe that have wedded have not long enjoy'd, 
And for this cauſe (if Proverbs thou doſt weigh) 
The Proverb ſajes, *T 5 i{/to wed in May. 
But theſe three feaſts ſucceed not one another, 
But on the ſame dayes are all kept together. 

Amid this time who ſeeks Orion, erres : 
The cauſe of which Signe I will here rehearſe, 
five and his Brother Maſter of the Sea 
Ajourney took with witty Mercurie. | 
'T was even, and plowmen off their chains didknock; 
Ang full-fed ews their frisking lambs did ſuck, 
Perchance old Hyrews a Farmer poore 
»Eſpics them as he ſtood before his doore 
Towr Journey*s farre, ſayes he, and night at hand: 
Our gate for travellers doth open ſtand. 
His words and looks conſented : He doth pray 
Again. T hemſelves concealing, they obey. 
His houſe they enter with dull ſmoke beſmear'd. 
Upon a brand a ſpark of fire appear'd, 
He, on his knees, the cole doth bigger blow : 
Then layes the brands, and breaks (mall ſticks in two * 
Sets on two pipkins, one with beans, and one 
With herbs. "The ſcum the lids doth over-run. 
With rears, while meat was taken up, 
He fills them wine, The Sea-God takes the cup, 
And turns it off : The Cup, ſaics he, now bear 
To Jove. He quakes the nameof Zove to heare; 

: K 2 Come 
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Come to himſelf, for ſacrifice he kill'd 
His Os, the tiller of his little field : | 
Then broach'd a hogshead of his ſpeciall Sack, 
Which in his young dayes he himſelf did make, 
On fenny tufts a hempen cloth he fpred, 
And ſets them down upon no ſtately bed. 
Now braves his boord with dainty cates and liquours, 
In earthen diſhes,and in beech-tree-beakers. 
Sayes Zove, What-ere thou wilt requeſt or cats 
Ash and receive. Replics the good old man, 
T bad a wife in my young dayes, and one 
I dearly lov'd : but now ſhe's dead and gone. 
T9 ber I promis d, when by you 1 ſwore, 
She was my onely wife ; I'd wed no more. 
My vow Ill keep : But in my mind doth run 
A croſſe deſere, Tobave nowife, but Sonne. | 
All gavea granr, and to the ox-hide came, 
And o're it train'd : To tell the reſt were ſhame, 
"Then bury'd it, all dropping, in the earth. 
At ten months end a little Boy comes forth, 
Him from his birth Urion Hyreus ſyl'd : 
Whoſe names firſt letter is a little ſoil'd, P 
He grew a hunter of a mighty fame, 
And Del;a's Serjeant and her Guard became. 
Words raſhly ſpoken do the Gods diſpleaſe : 
No beaſt, braves he, but this arm can ſuppreſſe. 
Earth ſends 2 Scorpion, who doth whet his ſpite 
To rifle Delia of her arrows light. | 
Or:07 reſcues, Slain 3 Diana " cl 
Take thy deſert, and him to heaven doth raiſe, | 
Why does 0ri04, with his fellows, force 
Their lights from heaven?8 Night contra her courſe? 
Why does white Day, by her bright Uther led, 
More ſoon then ears extoll her ſparkling head ? 
Did not arms rattle ? yes ſure 3 arms did rattle : 
Mars comes, and coming ſounds the Hbgnes of _— 


May; 
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The grand Revengers ſelf deſcends his fport 
And Tow'r to ſee in Augyſts ample Court. 
Great God z great work : Even thus did it become 
God Mars to dwell in his Sonne's mw Rome. 
Gigantick tropheys beſt befit this wall : 

From hence his ſquadrons Mars ſhould march and call; 
Be any Rebell in the. utmoſt Eaſt -.. 

Or by departing Su/ to be ſuppreſs'd. 

The God approving that invited Powers 

Do hold his —_ views the lofty Towers. 

He views i th' Court arms of a ſundry faſhion, 

The whole worlds weapons wonne by his own nation, 
Next eyes Aneas with his load divine, 

And all thoſe Noblesiof the Fulian line 2 

Then Romulus with atms of Acron tam'd : 

With a&s and ſtatues of more Worthies fam'd. 

He views the walls grac'd with Auguſtus name z 

Which makes it ſhew a work of greater fame, 

That Prince did yow it in his pious warre. 

Fir for a Prince ſuch great beginnings are. 

Juſt as the fight began, with heav'd-up hands 

He vents theſe prayers againſt the Traitours bands 3 
If for my father Veſta's Pyieft 1 make 

Theſe warres and vengeance for both titles take, 

Come, Mars, and with their baſe bloud glut thy ſword, 
And favour to the jufter cauſe affoord. 

My congqueft thee ſball Ultor ſtyle, and raiſe 

Thy temple, Having vow'd, his foes he {layes. 

Nor was this name deſeryed once alone : 

He gain'd our Enſignes which the Parthians wonne, 
That nation was with broad plains fens'd ſecure, 

With horſes, ſtreams, and arrows deadly ſure. 

The Craſf”s ſlaughter now had fleſh'd them well, . 
When Enfignes, Souldiers,, Generalls all fell. 

Romes Colours, glory of the warres, were loſt ; 


| With Romane Eagles did the Parthian boaſt, 
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That ſhame had ſtill remain'd,had not our land 
Protected been by'Ceſars valiant hand, | 
He took away that old diſgrace and ſtain : 

Our Flags redeem'd ſaluted Rome again. 
What good, O Parthian, did thy back-ſhot-flight ? - 
"Thy Countrey do thee ? or thy race-horſelight Fi 
T hou yield'ſ our Eagles and thyconquer'd'Boy : 
Nor haſt one badge 'our diſhotiour now. | 
A Temple (as both vow and merit claim*d) 
To Mars he rais'd, and him Bzs-u{tor nam'd. 

Ye Peeres, ſolemnize on the (regs playes : 

No Scene doth ſuit a warlike Powers praiſe. 

Now (ee the ſiſter-Plejades whole train, 

Juſt when two nights before the Tdes remain. 

Then enters Summer, ſureſt Authours write : 

The gentle Spring concludes his ſoft delight, 

The night before the Ides the Bull doth rear 

His ſparkling brows : Of whom the ſtory heare. 

Once ove, well 'horn'd and turned to a Bull, 

Pack'd up the Tyrian Virgin by the gull, 

Her right his mane, her gown her left hand held : 

Pale fear her cheeks with other beauty fill'd. ' 

'The wanton air her coats doth (well,and move 

Her golden hairs : Such looks beſt pleaſed Fove. 

Her pretty feet ſhe from the water ſaves, 

And ſhuns the tature of the leaping waves. 

The ſubtile God his back doth often dive, . 
That to his neck ſhe might the cloſer cleave. 

Come to the ſhore, himſelf unhorn'd Fove ſhew'd, 

And of an Ox his ſhape Divine indu'd. 

"There ſwells her womb, while heaven the Byl! receives: 
And Earth's third part the name from her derives. 
"The Pharian Heifer ſome ſuppoſe this Signe : 

Made Reaſt of. Humane z of a Beaſt, Divine. 

' Now from the timber-bridge th: Veftall chaſt 
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T he cuſhieiQures of od men doth caſt, 
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Who thinks old men of ſixty years tobe 
Thus drown'd, too much doth tax Antiquitie, 
Old fame reports that when Saturnia 


| This land was callV'd th' old Prophet thus did ſays 


Te people, tothe Sickle-God deliver 


' Two menthbrown down into the Tuſcane river. 


This gift each yeare to that Lewcadian power 
Was given, till Hercules pitch'd on this ſhore. 

He ſtrawy Nobles o're the bridge threw down : 
From whoſe example piRures ſince were thrown, 


, Some think young men, that ſo they might engroſſe 


Their yoice, craz'd Seniours ore the bridge d1d tofle. 
Inform me, Tyber, thou art farre beyond 

Our city's 2ge, and know | this cuſtome's ground. 
His reedy brows out of his murmuring ſource 

Old Thber rouz'd,and vents theſe accents hoarce ; 


; © This place of old a plain unwall'd and wide 


« I knew : Few oxen graz'd on cither fide. 

& Old Tyber, known of all the world and fcar'd 

« Now, in thoſe dayes was ſcorn'd of every herd. 

«& Thou know & Arcadian Evander's name ; 

© He rowing in my chanel hither came. 

© The next Alcides with his Greeks 1 ſaw 3 

© Then call'd, as I remember, Albula. 

&« The Arcadian King him freely here embrac'd : 

& And Cacgs had his due deſert at laſt, | 

& Away he travels with his Spaniſh ſpoil. 

& As for his mates, they would no further toil. 

«& A great part of them in this land remains, 

© And pitch'd their hopes and houſes on theſe plains, 
* Yet of their countrey they had oft a ſenſe 3 

©. And divers dying left theſe teſtaments; 

My yo into Thber throw, that [a 

My duſt at length may to my countrey 0. 

oh TH Here nch dlpleaſ'd ar his command, 

* And tombs his father in th' Auſonian land,  _ A 


Ovids Feftivalls, : : 
& A ruſh-weay'd image into me is caſt 
«© Jn ſtead of him, to float to Greece at laſt. 
His dewy cave of vitall tone, this ſaid, wr 
He ſhrinks into : at which the River ſtay\d./ 
Brave Lad of Atlas, whom of Fowial ſeed: 
Fair Maia on th' Arcadian hills did breed 3; 
Thou wing-foor Arbiter between the Gods 
Of h-ayen and hell, in friendſhip and xt ovs _ 
Thou who delight'ſt to rouch the Harp,andFenfe ; * 
And varniſheſt the tongue with Eloquenee2 © 
Old times thy Chapell near the (ircus fram'd 
In th' Tdes ; fince when this day to thee is nam'd. 


{ 


-May, 


;t 


= 


'þ 


All Tradeſmen that their wares now ope, thee crave : ; 


With incenſe fum'd, ſome gains in ſale to fave, 
Mercutius Pool is near (apena's Port, 
A [pring divine : believe expericnce for *; 
The coat-gitt Chapman here his pitcher brings, 
And water draws topurific his things. 
He dips a bay-bongh : with the dabbled bay 
His wares he ſprinkles to be ſold away. 
Then with the bough he ſprinkles his own hair, 
And with his glozing tongue thus makes his'prayer z 
Purge thou away my former perjuries, 
My cheating words, and'broken promiſes. ' | 
when by thy witneſſe I untruths did prove; © 
Or falſtly ſwore by -abHhorring Jovez' = 
What Power ſoever broker to my lie 
T ve made, now let them vaniſh all and die.” 
wink thou at all my ſlie deceits to day : | 
Let not the Gods take notice what I ſay. 
Afﬀord me gains, and joy,that my deſere 
Of gain us fed, and that Puegittfd the Buyer, 

heſe prayers make Her cirry in heavents frhile, 
Remembring his G#4jgian cheat yerwhile.: '- ** 


But beate, quaint God , this better prayer of imine © © © 


2a time dath Phorbus to the Twins combine & 


«4 
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uf zhen the day of this month equall'd be 
| f number to. Atcides tolls; faith he. . 
The fnorgiroagyd God replies with voice divine, 
| Jove's Twins, the Champion and the Horſe-courſers 
Had ftoll'n fair Phoebe and her Siſter dear. 
Idas and Lynceus, both by contratt made 
Leucippus ſonnes, took arms their wives to aid. 
Love caliſes thair demand, and their, deniall : 
The ſelf-/ame"canſe pebſwiades both ſides to triall. 
Th* Oebalian Twins could eas ly flie away : 
But that was baſe, by flight to get the day. 
There is an open plam, a champan fair 
And fit for arms : There flood this ſaithfull pair. 
| Swift Caſtor 's boſome bor'd with Lynceus blade, 
| Heon the ground at unawares was laid. 
Revenging Pollux comes,and with his pike 
Hite through the throat doth Lynceus deadly ſtrike. 
At him flies Tdas 3 Whom Joves flames ſcarce quell'd © 
They ſay bis ſword be in his band Fill beld. 
Heavens ope for Pollux enterteinment were : 
Sayes he, O Father, my petition heare : 
What thou me onely, do thou two enſtall : 
One moity of thy boon is more then all. 
Thus to bis Brother be drvides his charge : 
A welcome couple to a vexed barge, 
Who ſeeks Agonia mult to Fanys go : 
Yet this day hath it in this ſeaſon too, 
This night the Erigonian Dog doth thine : 
I've given elſe-where the reaſon of this Signe. 
Next day is Yulcane's, which is Luftria nam'd : 
They luſtrate Trumpets by the Lemnian fram'd. 
Foure figures read from this,and lo, in fight 
The Holy Cuftomes, or the Tarquine sflight. 
Lo, Publick Fortune of our potent nation 


This day bcheld her Temples conſecration, 


Whe Q 


I22 Ovids Feſftivalls, May; 
When ſpring-rich Amphitrite this light remoyes, 
, Behold the Bird which 7oveſo dearly loves. 
T he ſequent morning doth Bogres hide. 1 
Next day the Hyads vaunt their glittering pride. 


ſb 


Theendof the fifth Book, 
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The ſixth Book ; 


0, 
JUNE. 


The Argument. 


Tm ſeverall reaſons of this Month he gives. 

The Janal wand away Night Scrich-owls drives. 
Moneta 's Chapel/'d by Camillus vow ; 

$9 is Bellona. Mind z honour'd too. 

The figure of C'haſt Veſta's houſe : her rites. 

Jove Piſtor's Altar. Ino Matrones cites 

Unto ber feaft. $* Fortune *s Temple built 

By Servius. Tullia 's Hell-ſurpaſſing gvilt. 
Quinquatrian ſeaſts. The grand Phytician rais'd. 

The ſeaft of Fortune. Philip's work & prais'd. 


=> Or this Months name too divers reaſons 
I make : 

Woes I 'll cite them all, that thou thy choice 
CER 1 mailkt take. 

REZITESO | (ing a truth; though ſome elſewiſe may 
And hold no Gods of humane eyes are ſeen. (ween, 
There is a God in us : in him we live : 

His ſacred ſpirits this heat and vigour give. 

I ſpecially may ſee a heavenly ſight, 
Or in a Prophet's or this fubjek's right, 

There is a tree-throng'd Grove, reſerv'd from all 
Phape of g ſound, unlefle ſome water-fall. 


Upon 
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 Ovids Feſtivalls, 


Upon this mpnth I ng hither came, . 

And much revely'd & erifinall and name + 

Lo ! Nymphs I ſaw : Not thoſe that Farmer old 
Did meet in feeding his Aſcrean fold : 

Nor thoſe that ſhew'd themſebves to Priam's Sonne 
In ſpring-fed 1da: Yet of them was one 3 

Eyen one of them, her Husbands Siſter ; Her 

L oft had ſeen i*th* Tower of Zapiter. 

Amazed paleneſſe did my ſpirit betray : 
Forthwith the fear ſhe cau$&d ſhe took away. 

& O thouthat doſt the Romane Yeare maintein, 

&« And fing'ſt, ſaith ſhe,grand things on humble Rrain, 
& This priviledge of ſeeing Gods was thine 

&© When firſt thou undertook'ſt this task divine. 

& But leſt that thou *th? vulgar errour wade, 

© Know thou that Zune his name from np had. 

«© 7oves Wife and Siſter! *r is no modern grace 

« To me: I know nct which ſhould take the place, 

« I] was old Saturns eldelt child; if birth 

& And pedigree you count of any worth. 

« My Fathers name once to this place was given 2 

<* This land in his account was next to heaven. 

& Tf wedlock ?s priz'd, I am the Thund'rers Bride: 

« My Temple ſtands juſt by his Temples fide. 

& Could May;that trumpet, have a Months renown 2 
<© What ? and ſhall any dare deny me one ? 

&« Why do I then that royall title hold, 

&« The Queen of heaven © and wear a crown of Gold ? 
& Light makes the months-3 and I am Lucine ſtyÞ'd: 
«© Shall I then be of my Months name beguil'd 2 

& 1 hould repent that my true love and grace 

« Tere rouchſafed to the Trojane race. 

«© Young Ganimed's preferment and th' award 

* Of Pary judgement urg*d:my anger hard. 

& I ſhould be ſory that I e're deſpis'd . 

& My Carthage;where my Coach and arms are priz dz 
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& Or that I ever put this land between 

& My Samos, Argos,Sparta,or Mycene. 

&« Beſides the Sabines and Falifcanes, who - 

& Did honour me, to Rome I did ſabdut. 

© But I 'm not griev'd: this'is my darling land ; 

& And here my Temple with my Foves doth ſtand. 

« My Sonne AMars ſaid Dear Mother tae this town : 

& It is my Sonne's : bereſhall bethy renown. 

* His word's perform'd : My altars here are many 3 

* And my Months honour is as great as any. 

© Nor doth Rome onely this moſt welcome tame 

© On me conferre : the neighbours do the ſame. 

& See but the Calendar of ho Aricinians, 

© Or my Laxrentians, or of my Lavinians : 

© See Tybay 3 there this month is proved mine : 

& And read but ore the rolls of Preneftine : 

E This time they all give me : and yet they wanted 

© My Sonne's foundation, who this city planted. 
Thus 7uno ends. I turn'd : and Heycles Bride 

With ſorrows ſymptomes in her face ſpi'd. 

& Should my dear Mcther bid me pack awa 

© From heaven, ſaith ſhe, in heaven I would not ſtay. 

*© Nor do I now contend for this Month's honour : 

© Irather beg it in ſubmiſlive manner. 

© Fain by intreaty would I keep my due : 

© Perhaps my cauſe may favour find with you. 

& My Mother hath her Capitol of gold ; 

&* And, as is fit, her Tower with Jove doth hold. 

«© But all my glory is in this Months name : 

* All I regard is but this piece of fame. 

&* Rome need not grudge, with all her poſtern race, 

«© To give Alcides Wife this ſeaſon's grace. 

*© More for my Husband's ſake might the afford : 

*© With Spaniſh oxen he this kingdome ſtor'd. 

©* And Cacys, fens'd with flames of fire to ſtrain 
** By Vwlcane's art,by his ſtout arm was ſlain 


« Bur 


Ovids Feſtivalls, 


& But T come nearer : Romulus your King 

« Tnto two parts his men diſtributing 

«& The Youth for arms, for counſel were the Aged : 
& The Old to plot the warre, the Young to wage it, 


& This by two months he ſtabliſh'd : For this reaſon * 


& May is the Majors, June the 7uziors ſeaſon. 
Thus and in more words did they plead and chide : 

Their eager anger did affeion hide. 
Then comes fair Concord deck'd with laurel-crown 

Whoſe fame and Fabrick is oor Kings renown. 

Of Romulus and Tatins ſhe relates, 

And how to one they did unite two States. 

Both Sonne and Father made one common home 2 

From their conjundjon June, ſaith ſhe, doth come. 
I 've heard three cauſes : butexcuſe me ye: 

*T is not for me to arbitrate this plea, 

I leave youeven. Troy ru'd th* award of Pars : 

One cannot make ſo much as two will marre us. 
The brit day Carna Miſtrefle of the Hinge 

Is worſhipp'd ; ſhe that ſhuts and opens things. 

Whence ſhe this office had, time doth obſcure 

"The truth 3 but yet our Muſe ſhall thee afſure. 

"Thi old grove Helernys near to Tyber lies : 

The hi þ-Prieſt often there doth ſacrifice. 

This Nymph was bred there ; Crane call'd of yore : 

A many ſuiters, but in vain, did wo her. 

She kept in woods, and forreſt-games did ply, 

With nets, with races, and artillery. 

She ware no quiyer : yer ſhe ſtill was fam'd 

For Phobys faſter : nor need he b' aſham'd. 

Some youthfull Spark that would not be deny'd 

Did court her cloſe : To whom ſhe thus reply'd, 

T beſe fields too open and immodeſt be : 

walk to ſome private cave, I'll follow thee. 

He {amply walks before : She ſteals behind 

& buſh ; He no-where could his ſweet- heart find. 


Her 


June, | 


Book 6. or Romane Calender. 27 


Her Fans ſpies,and deeply falls in love : 
His ſmooth intreaties her would little move. _ 
She, as ſhe us'd, bids him walk to a cave ; 
And, as ſhe follow'd, him the flip ſhe gave. 
Fool ! 'tis in vain ; for Zans ſees thy ſcout : 
He ſees behind him ; and will find thee out. 
He ayes the ſame : and as thou cloſe wert laid, 
He clip'd thee cloſe ; and,thee enjoying,ſaid, 
The power of Hinges lo we give to thee 
In lieu of thy deflowr'd virginitie. 
This ſaid,a white-thorn-wand he her doth give, 
With which from houſes ſhe ſhould Scrich-owls drive, 
Theſe Owls are ravenous fowls 3 not thoſe that fed 
On Phineys meats, but of thoſe monſters bred : 
Great heads 3 glore eyes; hook-beaks upon their jaws : 
Their feathers gray z huge tallons on their claws. 
All night they ranging, often ſeize upon 
And ſpoil young Barns in cradles laidalone, 
Some Fay that infants bowels for their food 
They pierce and tear, and bath their beaks in bloud. 
Th are calPd Scrich-owls; becauſe that in the nighe 
Their horrid Scriches mortall hearts aftcight, 
Whether they be true fowls, or clſe wan af} 
From chaunting old wives by their Dirges charm'd ; 
They came to Proca*s chamber,where he lay 
But five dayes old, and ſeiz'd on him their prey z 
In whoſe gor*d cheeks their rayening bills they bathed, 
The poore young child for help and ſuccour blathed. 
Thenurſe :friohred runnes, and up doth cull 
Her child, and [ces his face (O pitiful !) 
All torn with Scrich-owls claws : as tawny ſear 
As leaves long-blaſted by a winter-air. 
She comes to {7anc, end her ail dothtell. 
Fear not, ſayes the ; your 18rſling ſhall do well. 
Come to the cratch ; the parents wept : Forbear 
Tour t6ars, quoth ſhe 3 1 'U{ eure-hims there *s no fear, 
> FRO Forthwith 


.'Ovids Feſtivalls, 
Forthwith in order thrice ſhe daſh'd the ddore 


With wildiag-boughz then marks the poſts thrice mere | | 


Then med*cin'd waters:daſh'd about,doth hold - 
A ſow-pigs haſlet of ſome rwo months old: <C. _.. 
Then charms ; Ye Night-fowls,let this chitd alone, 
And take thy little for a luttle one. a 
Heart ſor a heart, and fleſh for fleſb receive : 
This for a nabler hift toyou wepive. f 
This offer'd thus and lic'd nd ſhe layes ; 
And warns them all frem looking.back rhat wayes. 
T hen at the chamber-window with her hand 
Takes in her fweet-heart Fan white-thorn-ewand. 
The child is cur'd ; his colour 's freſh and clear; 
And never after came thoſe Night-fowls there. 

: Why is a Barley-bean-cake, you will ſay, 
And lard of Pork now eaten on this day ? 
This ancient. Nymph loves beſt her ancient fare 3 
And (plain) for farresfetch'd dainties doth not care, 
Fiſh in thoſe dayes about did ſafely play : 
Onfands the Oyſter unreſpeRed lay. 
TH" Ionian fowl, nor yet the Pygmee's foe 
On Indiaz hills, th 1talian coaſts did know. 
"The Peacock onely by his gaudy train 
Did pleaſe theeye. No beaſt in chaſe was ſlain. 
Pork was the meat ; with Pork their feaſts were fill'd : 
And Earth did onely Beans and Barley yield, 
[Theſe mix'd whoever eats upon this day, 
He *ll be the hailer all the yeare, they ſay. 

A Temple to Moneta Junonow 

Is rais'd on Zoves hill by Camillus vow. 
There Mazlizes houſe once ſtood ; who did remove 
"The Frenchmen's troops from Capitolian Fove. 
O Heavens ! how well might he have dy'd that howery 
Defender of great Joves majeſtich Tower ! 
Heliv'd to = Aſpirer to a throne : 
Long life did bring him this aſperfion. 


F June? | 


* 
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This day beſides, without Capena gate 


| They feaſt to Hars abave his walks of ſtate, 


This day too, Tempeft, was thy I emple hallow'd; 
When Corſich waves our fleet had almoſt (wallow'd. 
You ſee theſe humane monuments : Divine' 
If thou doſt ſeek ; Zoves Birdat full doth ſhine. 
Next day the Hyads fromthe Eaſt doth call 
On Taurus horns ;and dabbling ſhowr's now fall. 
Twice more'when Phebus hattybegot the Morn, 
And twice Aiwror'*s tears bepearl the corn, | 
Bellona *s Chapell,who alwayes our ſtate --- - 
Did love, ini Tuſcane warres was conſecrate. + 
'T was Appricf workz who;though his eyes were blind, 
*Gainſt Pyyrbis truce quick:fighted was in mind, 
Behind oy lies a little Court, 
Where ſtands Pillar ſmall of great report : 
From hence a dart, warres harbinger, they fling; 
When arms were levy'd *gainlſt a fotrein King, 
The Circyts riext part Hercules Proteftour 
Defends, of which i $ibyll was ditefour. 
'T was given-one day before the Nones : and read 


{ The Title, Sy{{a did approve the-deed . 


I mus'd t> whom the Nones I ſhould referre ; 
To Sanftus, Fidines, or Semipater : 
Said Sanftus, N ame thou whom thou wilt, S* Poet; 
All three are mine : the Cures did allow it. 
A chapell to this. Saint-God in old dayes 
The Cures on Q uirinus hill did raiſe. 


' Thave a daughter all my joy life gives : 


Heavens grant that ſhe ber fathers date ſurvives / 
Her I was'now to match, and for that reaſon 
Enquir'd a lucky and unlucky ſeaſon. 

Foves Flamens wife thus much me tertifi'd ; 

The 1des of June for Bridegroom and for Bride 
Are alwayes lucky : But his firft dayes be 
Unfortunate to Hymen * for, i: 


[130 ' Ovids Feſtivals, 


Tiligilded Tyber all the ſul aud trajh 
of Veſta's temple into ſea Jath | 
*T is not allaw'd to me wy nais 10 pare, 
To weay my dreſſes, or to hemb my hair, | 
Nor touch my bugband, though Joves Prief be be, 
And in a knot > props tyd tome. 
Mahe thou no haſt 1*t is het4s marrying thens 
when Velta's fiery globe ;s puerg & and. clean. ; 
The third day next the Nane $ the Northern Beg 
Deſcends,and nothing az her back doth fear, 
Then (T remember) I have often ſeen 
Swift Tybers games in Mars his flowery green, 
This is the Fiſhermens feaſt-day, who tangle 
Fiſh in their nets, with thoſe who uſe the ang 
Mind is Divine,and had þer Chapell rais'd 
When indread arms the perjur'd Pariblaz'de 
Rebellious Pg, that our Conſul kill'd, 
And all our flate withiUamſb terrours 611'd. 
Fear cancell'd Hope. Our Senate then to Mind 
Did make a vow, and ſhe did them befriend. 
"The day in-which thefevows diſcharged were 
Is juſt fx dayes before the Ides appear, 
Help, Yeita 3, thee our Mule cone Saco: 
May we preſume ſonear thy ſacred things. 
Devoutin pray's, I felt'a Pow'r Divine: 
The walls refreſh'd in bluſljng beams did ſhine. | 
Nought did I ſee (to balk Poetick lies :). | 
She is invicible to humane eyes... 
ButT was taught thole things wherein T erredy 
When no InftruRour to my eyes.appeared, 
© When forty years from Rowes foundation paſty -. 
» Then YVefta in a Temple here was plac'd 
., By that meck King, The Sabines ſure did merit 
In breeding up that molt religious ſpirit. 
Thar fabrick which now wears 2 golden aw A 
Was then with oliers weay'd and thatch'd withlean, 
. | | at 
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| + Well weew'd a Maid, who neither takes nor gives 
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That place where ſtood at firſt her narrow wall, | 
Before, ſhe came was Numa's ſtately Hall. 

And yet (they ſay) tharform which was'of old 
Doth till remain : whoſe reaſon ſhall be told; 
This Vefais the Earth : he hath her hearth, 

As Earth her heat. Her Globe 's the of Earth, 
Earth, as a weight, in figure like aBafl, 
By nothing propp'd, hangs im the midft of all, 


No corners in the Orb at all there be ; 

'T is evenly poiz'd by its rotunditie, 

For being direQly in the Centre ty'd; 

Not bending more ot lefie to any fide 3 

Were it not round, it would not balance even” 

And in the midſt, but ſome parrs nearce- heaven, 
CT A ohoipe - odbbeg 
$ in her concaveby Geometrie 

There hangsa Globe, the worlds Epitornic 

The Figure 's perſe& citeular devi'd, 

That equi-diftant from aHt ſides 't is pois'd, 
Like-form'd her Temple is 5 on no fide plairt : 

The round-arch'd roof keeps off ll fhow'rs of tain; 
If you enquize why Nuns with pareſt hatid 
Her Altars tend 3 the reafort rmderftand, 

Queen Ops, by Satirn, Juno forth did bring, * \ 
And Ceres next: but Vefta laſt did fpring. 


. The twofirft welded, and their iflaes bred + 


The laſt reſoly'd to keep her maidenhead. 


. No wonder then if that a Maid defires 


Her maidefts clialt to rend her maiden-fices; 

Nor think thou Veſts any thing indeed #3, 

But laſting Fjze, which coriceive no ſeed, 

Seeds of conception, bnt with Virgins lives, 

I imply thought a Pifture her had feign'd :+ 

Forthwith F learn'd thar none to her pertein'd. 4 | 
L 2 er 


Ovids Feſtivalls, 

Her Temple onely keeps perpetuall flame * 

No ſhape of Fire nor Vefta.can we frame. «18 

As Earthy fo Veita, from Vi-ſtando named, bf 

Stands of her ſelf. Like name the Greeks have. framed,” 

And Focus doth from Flames and Fotus come z | 

Which was of old plac din the outward room. © 

' Hence ſure Veſtibulum, where men make prayers, 

Was drawn: for there ſtood Veita's chief affairs. 

Of old they us'd to fit on benches near | 

Her Altars, thinking that tht Gods were there. 

And when at old 7 acuna.”s feaſts they meer, 

Before her hearth they either ſtand or. fit. 

A cuſtome *s come, ſcarce known from what example, 

To ſend pure meſſes'unto Yeſta's temple. 

Behold an Aﬀe with barley-loaves is bound, 

And rugged quern-ſtones are with freſhflow'rscrown'd. 

Old Farmers onely barley-meal did bake, 

Whence Lady Fornax Sacreds they, did make. 

Beneath the embers they did-bake their bread 

Upon their hearths, with tiles cloſe-coyered. 

"Thence Bakers, and the Aﬀe that turns the mill, | 

Obſerye their hearths and their hearth-Miſtreſle ſtill, | | 
Sunne-burn'd S* Priapzmay I tell of thee 

A merry jeſt ? thy good old knaverie ? 

The tow r-crown d Lady (ybele invites _, 

Th' immortall Gods unto her feaſts delights, 

Sh* invites the Satyres and cach Countrey-Dame : 

Silenus thither uninvited came, 

It were not fit to tell. thoſe feaſts divine, | | 

Nor brief. Night 's ſpent.almoſt in chear and wine, 


O're 14's vales at randome ſome do trace 3 - 
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Some lay them down ang reſt them on the grafſe : ' | } 
Some {pyort; ſome ſnort; ſome arm in arm a Round + | / | 


Do make,arid nimbly trip;it'on the ground. 

Upon a green turf Yeſta layes her head, 

And with ſyeet ſleep her weary members fed. 6 
X | ut 
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| But tawny, Priap up and down there traces, 

And peers ons al] the Goddeſles and Lafles. 

T here ſpies he Yeſta, yet he knew not well 

Who it ſhould be: he vows he could not tell. 

In luſtfull hope he ſteals unto, her cloſe : 

| The Lecher's heart pantsas he.creeps on 's toes 

Old bald S:lenys there perchance his afle 

Had left hard by a ſmall brooks fide at grafle, 

And now he was about his villany, 

Juſt when the afle doth bray unſeaſonably. 

She frighted at the noiſe ſtarts up,and cries : 

The Nate run to her : but away he flies, 

The Lampſacaxes to him the Aﬀe do kill : 

This tell-rale's guts are fily broiled ſtill, 

But Veſta with bread-bracelets him arrayes, 

His Quern ſtands ſtill, and he keeps Holydayes. 
Fove Piſtor saltar here muſt I relate | 

In his high tower, more fam'd for name then Rate, 

The o—_ Gauls Romes (, apitol beſet, 

Whoſe laſting ftege had caus'd afamine great. 

Feve calls the Gods before his royall throne : 

By whoſe appointment Mars firſt makes his monez 

And is out ſad calamity flill bid ? - 

Is thus ſouls wound now to be uttered ? 

Yet if 1 muſt {peak out our ſhamefull wo, 

In brief, Rome 's thralled by the Alpine foe. 

Jove, this is ſhe whoſe power ſhould once extend * 

Beyond all limits,anti theworld tranſcend. | 

Her bopes in progreſſe were ; (he bad controll'd - 

Her neighbours : now ber walls (be cannot hold. 

Her purple Fathers, old Triumphers, 1 

' Saw in their biaen courts drop down and die- 

I ſaw Yuen Veſta from ber temple flee. 

What ? do they think that any Gods there be 7 

But ſhould they know that You poſſeſſe thoſe Towers | 

Mnd Fancs girt in by their preſumptuous Powers, 
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would they not fay, No hopes for them reniain 
In all their : their incenſe is in yan 2 
Give them but room-enouh topitech the field 3 
And, if they cannot conquer, tet them yield. 
But now they poorely die : baſe dearth them galls, 
1hile tern Barbarians evercrop theiy walls. 

Then Venus and DL eprinws in his gown, 

And Veſta pleaded ftifly for their Town, 

Great Jove replies» O## cave in generall 

Ts for that place, The Gaul ſhall pay for alt. 

Thou onely, Veſta, help-thy poore ; 

And make the foe belweve th* abound in ſtove. 

That corn they have let them but grmd, and knead 
The liquour d meal, and bake it into bread. 

" To Ffoves preſcription Veſta gave conſent. 

*T was-midnight now, and all the Caprains,ſpeny 
With care and travel, to their reſt were laid : 
ove chides, and tells them an ambiguous aid ; 
Ariſe, ayes he, and throw dawn toyour foe 

T bat help which you are all moſt loth to dv. 

They rous'd, and mus'd on this dark myſterie, 
What help that moſt diflik'd them that ſhould be. 
At laſt their corn it ſeem'd/: Which down they threw z 
The rattling loaves *mong fhields and helmers flew. 
The foe quite out of hopes ,their fiege remove: 

For this an Altar 's rais'd ro Piſtor Fove. 

On Veſbe's feaſt once walking where the ftreet 
Now call'd the New rus waves Conrt'dorh meet, 
I met a matyone walki wa the hill 
With feet all bare : T wonder*&,and Rood (till. 

She, near to me, ivd my mind, and cans'd 

Me to fit down: then fpake with voice half-craz'd, 
And palſie-head 3 Here where theſe buildings land, 

T he River-flouds with dikes f'reflow'd the Lend, 

T hat lakt-call 4 Cortius, which » fare gramd nows 
Ard vearsbvy attars, was a mooriſh ſlow. "*_ 
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Tall canes and ſallows grew, where now 4 Tent 
Doth ſolemm pomp before the Cirk preſent. 
Thoſe ſuburb-ſtreans oft brought bvon Rev/ ters vautting 
Their liquid mirth,end joviall catthes chansling, 
That God that quaintly tayhs td any fotm 
Was not yet titled from bis turned arm. 

And bere a gf ove with reeds and roſties wie, 
And moores, where none but with bare legs rdntd paſſe. 
Thofe mores were drein'd and tb their banks confan d: 
But Fill this cuftome to #Vis place x john'd. 

She ended, Farewell, govd old fond, faid I : 

Maift thou ſpend all thy old dayts mrerrity. _ 

Some othet things in yourh I Itarn'd long ſince, 

Which muſt not be paſs'd by in negligence. 
Dardanian 11us richly ftor'd in all | 
The Aſzan wealth, had newly rais'd his wall, 

Lo, arm'd Minerva's ſtatue falling down 
From heaven was ſeen, and pitch'd on Zirm-towr, 

I went and view'd her ſhrine and temple well, | 
Poore reliques there : Her felf at Rome doth dwell. 
They went to Smintheus in his grove obſcure, 

Who did return this anſwer true and ſure g 
Keep this Palladium, and you keep your watt : 
Whereſe're ſbe goes ſhe carries State and all. 

King 11s clos'd her in a Tower, This care 
The next to him Laeomedon did heir. 

King Priam kept her lictle :*T was thy will, 

Great Queen, ſince Pars dealt by thee foil), 

Now whether good e-Sneas gain'd her thang 
Or Dzomede, or that (lie 1thacan, 

Who-ever wonne her, ſhe is now Roms prize, 

In Yeſta's guard, who all things alwayes eyes. - 
Oh, in what plight was F9me when Yeſta burn'd, 

And all her houſe was almoſt ovyerturn'd {- _ 
Pure fires and vulgar lights confus'd did raiſc, 
And flames prophanewith flames divine didl blaze. 
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Her Nuus and Servants all in ſcatrer'd hair - © 
Wept ſorely,robb'd of ſtrength and heart by fear, 
Metellus flies among them : Help, cries hez 
O help !.and quickly - Tears no ayd can be. 
Run, quickly, fetch thoſe fatall things away : 
Your hands not ſighs muſt do the deed, I ſay. 
0 beavens {d' ye ſtand ? Them ina ſtamhe ſees, 
Andin amazement fall'n upon their knees, 
Fair water daſh'd, with heay'd hands; Gods, 0 [cax 
My venture well, though not allow'd a man! © © 
Be it a crime ; let vengeance fall on me : 
And by my life and bloud let Rome be free. 
Thus breaks he in. The Pow'rs preſerved by 
This dutious aR, approy'd their Pontzfie. - 
Now happily in Ceſars name this day 
Her fires ſhine pure,and ſo ſhall do for ay. 
No Nun her ſacred Chaſtity ſhall Rain, 
Nor be alive interred in his reigne. 
Sodyes th* inceſtuous, clos'd in th* E arth,which ſhe 
Hath wrong'd : for one the Earth and Veſta be. 
Then Brutus (word embrew'd the ſands of Spain, 
And gain'd his title from Calecians ſlain. | 
But yet ſometimes (ad haps the glad annoy: 
Poore mortalls ſeldome pure al hts enjoy. 
His Sonne and Eagles GE aſſus loit beſide 
Eupbrates banks,and laſt himſelf too dy'd. 
why vaunt'} thou, Parthian? Veſta ſaid:thou ſhall 
Return our frugnes,and 7ue for Craflus fall . 
Put when the Aſes gaity is gone, 
And he in 's corn-task walks about the ſtone : 
That day deceas'd, the Pilote on the poo 
At night doth ſhew the Dolphine's comakiling troop. 
Now Lucifer (ets ope the Eaſtern gate, 
And: Tithoxe:rmourns' to leave his youthfull mate. 
Good wives, to your Matratian feaſts ; away 3 
And to the Thebane Queen your white gifts pay- 
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| 'Afſtately Coutt ſurtiamed from the Neat 
Joyns to the woodden bridge and Circys great, 
Upon this day (they ſay) King Servins gave 

A Temple ſacred toMatuta grave. _ 

What Goddefſe ſhe is; why no maids ſh' admits 
Into her chapell, and bak d wafers cats, 
Brow-ivy'd Bacchws,guide yy fail ; if ſhe, 

, Whoſe rites I fing, be of thy familic. 

Fond Semele in 7oves embraces boyl'd, 

Kind Ino takes and nurſes up her child. 

Vex'd Zung {well'd, that ſhe, the Strumpet gone, 
Should qurſe her brat'; yet 't was her ſiſters ſonne. 
Straight Athamas runs mad, and piece-meal tears 
Learchiss, who 2 Lions whelp appears, 

Poore Ino buries her Learchys torn, 

And payes all duties to his dolefull urn. 

She runs with mourning locks about her ears, 
And Mehlicerta from his cradle tears. 

There is a narrow neck of land divides 

Two ſeas, and curbs the billows on both ſides. 
Hither, with Sonne'in frantick arms, comcs the, 
And from a rock ru(h'd headlong into ſea, 
Nymph Parope with all her fiſter-train 

Her gently larch'd, and bare her through the main, 
Both came to Tyburs wallowing mouth, ere be 
Palemon was, or ſhe Leucothoe. 
There is. a grove 't was Bacchus Prieſts, ('t is fam'd) 
Or Semele- or Stimele *t is namd: 

There 1nolearn'd th' Arcadians till the land, 
And King Ewvander did the realm command, 
But 7x, coming in an old wives drefle, 
With ſubtile words provokes the Bacchides; 
0 ſemple ſouls {0 ſenſeleſſe folk and blind ! 

D' ye take thus vagrant buzzie for your ſriend ? 
Fbe comes to circumvent and pry into you © 
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Scarce had ſhe done ; the 7 all, their hair 
About their backs, with howlings fill the air, 

On 170 ruth they : and would kill her ſonne, 

The yet-not-'quainted Gods ſhe calls npon : 

Help Gods,0r Men ; a dolefull mother aid. 

A noiſe to Aventine this out-ery made. 

Perchance Alcides, with his Spaniſh beaſts 

Nat farre off, heard, and to the noiſe doth preffe, 

At fight of whom thoſe that began the fray 

Began the flight, and frightfull ran away, 

He knew her well. z/hat, Bacchus Aunt,ſaid he, 

what mak i thox here ? art thou like-vex'd with me? 
Parr tells ſhe: part the preſence of her fonne 
With-held.She's ſham'd for thoſe tnad tricks were done. 
Swift-pinion'd Fame upon her wings is rais'd, 

And 1no's name about the countrey blaz'd, 

Anon to kind ( arments peacefull ſeat - 

She came ; where firſt ſhe was refreſh'd with mear. 
The Holy woman made a fire in haſt, 

And bak'd a bisket for her quick _ 

Hence in her IMatrals bake they biskets dry : 

No art pleas'd her like that tight houſwifry, 

Now ſhew my fate, ſaid ſhe, 0 © ueen divine * 

And adde this favour to the reft of thine. | 
Forthwith the Queen with heavenly vigour filFd, 

By force of ſacred inſpiration fwell'd. 

Scarce could a quick eye know her at firſt view, 
So much more large and more divine the grew, 
Good news, cries ſh: : Foy, Ino, Joy : thy labour 
Is ended all. Our kingdome begs thy favor. 
Thou and thy ſonne two Sea-Gods now ſhall makes 
And on our fireams another name ſhall take. 
Greece thee ſhall call Lencothoe, in our land -, 
Matuta nam &. Thy ſore ſhall Ports commands 
By us Portunus, but Palzmon fd 
In bus own tongue. 0 let ts find you mild | 
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Truth tries het words : Both laid aſide their name, 
And travels: both Sex-Deities became. 
You ask why ſhe admits no maids. 'T is hate: 
Whoſe reafon (by her leave) I will relate, 
Falſe Athamaes her husband ſecretly 
Did love her maid, and oft adultery 
With her committed, And from her he found 
His wife had ſcorch'd the ſeeds within the ground, 
[Though the deny's it, fame divalg'd it true. 
For this cauſe ſhe doth maid-ſervants eſchew. 
Yet doth no good»wife for her own child pray : 
Her ſelf no havpy mother was they fay. 
Anothers child may better be commended : 
She Bacchws better then her own befriended. 
She told Futilizes that upon her day 
The Marſzan foe ſhould him the Confil flay. 
Th' event approves her words a truth :"T he floud 
Of Thelon fwell'd in purple ſtreams of blond. 
On that ſame day the nexr yeare Didizs [lain 
The hoſtile Tropheys did augment again. 
Thine, F ortune, is this day,this place,this Founder : 
But who 's that ſtarne wrapr up in a gown there ! 
'T is Servins fare. But why he *s wrapt about, 
My ſelf and divers _ a ſeverall doubt. 
Queen Fgrtwne taken with this King, 
(She us'd her co 4 Lem'd in rhis one thing) 
Was now aſham'd of her adultery, 
That ſhe a Goddeffe with a Man thould lye, 
By night to him ſhe through a window came : 
From whence an Entry we Fentitra name. 
Now ſhe repens, and in a mantle veils 
His regall perfon fo beloy'd yerwhiles. 
Some givethis cauſe : The common-wealth was all 
Confus'd in grief for good King Trltus fall. 
Their tears were bonndleffe : which his piftures fight 
Did ill augment, tilt they had cover'd it. 
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T muſt more amply this laſt reaſon ſing x 

But we will keep, our ſteeds within the ring. 
Young Tulkia, marry 'd in the baſe reward; 

Of wickednefle, thus urg'd her husband hard ; | 
To what end jojn'd wein out kindreds murder © 
T'olive like innocents in this good order ? 

My Husband and thy wife mgbt ſtill bave liv'd 
were there nofurther aft tobe atchiey'd. 

My Fathers Crown and bead are both thy dower : 

If th* art a man, claim that indebted power. 

Crimes are for Kings : Cut off my Father ; take 

His crown: Hs bloud theſe hands ſhall ruddy make. 
Thus cgg'd by her he ſeizes privately 

"The Throne. To arms th' amazed Commons flie, 
Now bloud and ſlaughter rule : Weak age is fain 
Toyi.:d ; and Tarquznes yiolence doth reigne. 
Beneath E/quilie, where his palace ſtood, 

Was Servims {lain, and wallow'd in his bloud. 

She in a coach t' her Fathers Court doth ride 

In publick, puff d with cruelty and pride. 

The coach-man ſeeing his dead carkafle, holds 
Therein with tears : At whom ſhe raves and (colds ; 
Drive, or 1 lt pay you for your fooliſh zeal: 

Run 0re, I ſay, bis. carkaſſe with the wheel. 

This is moſt true: That ſtreet from this hath got 
The title wicked : an eternall blot. 

Yet ſhe her Fathers monument did dare 

To enter. Traths, though wondrous,I declare. 
Sage Tullus ſtatue on a throne was fram'd . 

He clapp d his hands before his eyes (*t is fam'd.) 
A voice was heard, 0 hide our eyes, left we 

Our wicked daughters odious face ſhould ſee. 

He 's mantled. Fortune in her Temple ſpake, 
Forbidding them this mantle off to take ; 
when Servius garment off his bead is takeny 
That day will ſhew the ſhame of him forſagen. 
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Forbear, good Wives, totouch bis veliment : 
Let nothing but your ſolemn prayers be ſent. 
Let-him be ever clad in Romane gown; 
who was the ſixth King in the Romane town. 
This Templefir'd, 'the flames would not come near 
His ſeat. Sure Yulcane did his Sonne forbear. ' 
For he from Yulcane iflued and from - 
The fair Ocriſsa of (ornitulum. 
Whom Tanaqul bade poure the wine upon 
The gaudy fires, when-ſacrifice was done. 
Amid the hearth a mans yard forth did ſpring 
In ſhew, or rather *t was a reall thing. 
With this 9criſ6a coupled : from which decd 
King Tullus ifl 'd of ceeleſtiall ſeed. 
His Father gave a figne he was his ſonne, 
When on his head a blazing light did run. 
This1ame day Livia did to { oncord raiſe 
A ſtately Temple for her Halcyon-dayes. 
Yet,where yerwhile ſtood that huge Palace, know 
All poſtern times, there'Zzvia *s porch ſtands now. 
One houſe was like a City, and fo 
Contein'd as much as many a walled town. 
For too much luxury this was pull'd: down, 
Not for the Founder 's aiming at the Crown. 
The heir Ofavins thoſe vaſt ruines there 
And loſſe of all that coft and charge did bear. 
Thus Precepts reliſh when exemplifi'd ; 
And Teachers words ſtill by their works aretry'd. .. 
 Twafollowing dayes areblank. To ove Invited 
Upon the-Ides a chapell was addicted. 
Now T'the lefle © yinquatrian feaſts muſt ſing, 
Aſliſt, O fair Minerva, in this thing. 
Why do the Waits walk all about . town ? 
Why do they mask diſguiſ'd > what means the Gown ? 
Diſarmed Pallas thus reply'd tome, | 
(Would I could fing*'t as learnedly as ſhe |) 
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Great was the uſe of Waits in tames of eld, 

And alwayes in great eſtimation held, 

Feaſts, -Altars, mourn/ull Funerals,cud Playes: 
The uſefull Waits accompauy's alwayes. 

Gain ſweeter'd that fair Art: But afterward 
Their liberties aud gains were all debarr'd. 

Tea, th' F.diles they but tex of thew mail 
Allow'd to play at every Funeral. 

T hey left the city,and in exile went 

To Tybur. Tybur then was baniſhment. 

At Feaſts,Scenes, Alt ers, are the Wits requer'd : 
Their mournfull Ditties Funerals def) d. 

At Tybur bo'da Libertine, in s Art 

A long time free, and oxe of great deſert. 

He makes a feat, and there this troup arvites, 

All come unto bis feftevall delights 

Nieht came : their brains and ſenſes fivins in wintt : 
A meſſage _ a forged mr in 5 

Quick, quick, I ſay : dilmiffe thus compaaie : 
Bchold your —_ is at hand, cries bc. 

Away all ſtaggering baitily do park © 

Their legs unruly large Indentures make. 

Away, the Mafler cry'd : and as they flack d, 
Into a matted wagon all bepack'd. | 
Time, Wine and Motion fleep proveh'd. They thoughts 
Al! fox'd, the cart had them tg T'ybur braug/ht. 
Through Eſquiline the wagon now doth come, 
And flood i th' morning in the Court of Rome. 
The States, to gull them both in ſbew and number, 
Command to mask them in therr drunken flnmber * | 
And mingled more among them; and t augment 
The crue, the AMinſtrels i their long gowns well. 
Thys was contriv d left that the reſt ſhould ſee 
They werereturn'd againft their own decree. 

All pleas'd ; th' are Lcenc'd in the Ides to go 

In theſe new masks,and chamt their ( atehes ts 


_ June; 


SS  @@S «SO #., == « = 


c 


"Book 6. or Roxane Calendar. 


She bes ; Thu1 Fw _ learn, aid I, 
thy thy day ut C inquatrie, 
—_ bath my feafts tog of thu name, ſaid ſhe : 
'T was my invention ras d thu Companie- 
I firſt the Pipe of bored Box did frame 
' with certain boles, aud plaid upon the ſame. 
_ Were ty Boles; But __ I ay" my 
My face 7 thy ſpring, I [pi d my checks all (well'd. 
I prize thee not Eat my Pipe, ſaid 1 : 
Farewel]. and caft it ax « hank thereby. 
A Satyre finds it : But, the uſe unſound, 
Admires. At laſt be blaws, and bears a ſound. 
Now could bis waibling fingers play their parts 
And make the Nympbs eh vaunted art- 
He challeng'd Pharbus ; Pharbus got the day : 
Who bung bim up, and took bis 5kin away. 
Yet I'm th* inventreſſe of #h4 Pipe : Therefore 
This Company theſe dayes, de me adaye. 
The third day after in her twinkling pride 
Thyene fair on Taurys brows doth ride. 
This day doth Tyber our Etruſtaxe river 
& Veſta's ſweeyings ints ſea deliver.” 
May Winds be truſtcd, Mariners, hoile fails 
To Zepbyr *s point: you ſhall have happy galcs. 
When Phaethon's Father in the waves profound 
Doth ſoufe his beams, and both the Poles ſurround, 
(For two there be : This in the South-we hnd, 
That in the North ; both nam'd from-cither wind.) }. 
Old Hyreus Sonne his ſturdy arms doth rear 5 
And that ſame night the Do/phine doth appear : 
Whoſe ſtarres the /olſci and the Equi ſaw 
Yerwhile expell'd the plains of Algidg. 
For which,brave Conquerour,thou,though firſt deny'd, 
In ſuburb-Triumph on white ſteeds didit ride, 
A dozen dayes our menth hath ſtill in ſtore z 
Yet to the dozen thou muſt adde one more ; 
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Sol leaves the Twins, and takes up {ancer's Signe : © 

And Pallas is ador'd on Aventine.” OOO 
Now Tithone 's Bride the Eaſtern! Court doth'yiew j 

Dull Night *s diſperſed and themeadow-dew 2. © © 

A Chapcll ro Summanus they did rear 

{Who-e're he be) when Fome did Pyrybus fear. © 
Now when the Ocean {wallows up this-Lighty -- - 

And Earth is ſhrouded in the wings of Night, © - 

The grand Phyſician ftellif*d- awakey - 7 -- -- -- + 

And in his hand brings forth his twiſted Snakes.  /-” 

Vile Phedra 's luſt and Theſens wtong all-know 2 -- 

He raſhly unto death his ſonne did vow; 

The frighted horſes run, and, ſcorning awz | 

T heir dolefull Lord o're rocks and mountains draw: 

Down falls Hippolytus thrown from his wain, 

Torn all in pieces with his fnarled rain. 

Diſpleas'd Diana much his death lamented : 

Said <Aſculapins, Be not I | 

T *1l make him ſound and hail inevery part : 4 

T Il force the Fates to yield'to'my grand att. 

He draws his imed*cines from his ivory-caſe, _ ' 

Whoſe pow'r on Glaucus yerſt experieticd was 3, ' | 

When he obſerved' with what virtuons weed by 

The cunning Snake reviv'd his fellow dead. 
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Hippolytus his groveling head doth raife. 

Diana hides him in the midſt of all _ 

Grove <Aricine,/and him doth Yivbigg call. 

The balefull Sifters much repin'd; and grudged © 

To havetheir hands held,and their pow'r abbridged: '. 

ove, fearing hurt by this preſumptuous Art, 

Slew «&/culapius with a thundet-dart, 4 of jp 

Phgbus, be pleas'd : Thy Sonne a God is made + '.' 

Fove for-thy ſake hath done what he forbade. | 

I wiſh not, Ceſar, though thy conquelts call, 

If Signes forbidz'to-tirre a flag at all, | Þ 

et 
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Lerbur Flaninianfpeat and THreffuene, 
By what ftrarige nezes che Gods ingents were ſeen. 
Whoſ e'r the day of that raſh loſſe enquires ; 

It is eight dayes before the manth expires. 

Next day w happier inproud Hl 
By Maſiniſſa, and {lain Hasdxu | 

Time flies away: mcrochi Le creeps an : 
The houres and dayes in reſtlefle paces run. 
How ſoon do Happy Fortune's Fealts returg! 
Now but ſev*n dayes the end of Zune adjourn. 
To Tyber*s bartks, ye Lords, your effrings bring 
Tothis kind Saint there honour'd by a King. 
Some go on foot, in nimble cock-boats ſome; 
And take a pride to come well-tippled home, 

In crowned barge let joviall —_—_— laugh 
And feaſt, and freely ia their full bawls quaff. 
The Common people and Maid-ſervants, they 
Serve this ot Queen 3 becauſe (they ſay) 
The founder Tullys, who was made a King 
From ſervile Maidgof yulgar _ did ſpring. 
Lo, now aeprattarecobcr hage hepatic = 
When ſome ſtarre-peeper with the. Starres doth talk ; 
Your belt, S* Oxien,wav you mill. £3 
Nor et tomorrow but ey long we 'll view it. 
But, were his brains not pickled, he would ſay 
The Summer So{tice is upon that day ; 

Next day a Chapell houſhold-Gods receive, 
Near where the Garland-weavers now do live. 
The ſame day is Zove-Stator 's feaſt divine, 
Whoſe houſe .Quirinus rais'd near Palatine. 

The Parce's number and our dayes are ey'n ; 
A Temple to OD uirinus now was giv'n, 

To morrow Julius native Calends come: 

Ye Muſes, to our work now adde the ſumme ! 

Relate whoſe a& you to his Temple brought, 

Whoſe hands inyi&ted Zuno *s ſpite outwrought: 
. M 
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Nao aelp en jon 
pope eature;} Mi ind, dud aig 


Nee cleans ber be aſt: 
us bere that we ber 

| For this the fame of Greer we rai 
phy Celar's Aras be in bus Hymen: od 
e;moft worthy of that ſarred bed! 
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